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PROLOGUE. - 


Written Mr Garricx, and ſpoken by him in tl | 
7 nn of > Chandy th: 4 


E Meaſter! Meaſter ! 


£ IS not my meaſter here among you, pray; 


Nay, ſbeak—my meqſter wrote: this fine new | 
The adtor folks are — fuch a clatter ! 
They want the Pro- lag know nought o tt matter 


He muſt be there among you. lool about 
A weezen, pale-fac'd man, do—find him out 


Pray, meaſter, come—or all will fall to ſheame. 
Call miſter bold muſt not tell his nam. 
Law ! what a croud is here ! what noiſe and pother ! 
Pine lads and laſſes ! ane & top other 3 
[Pointing to the rows of pit and gallery. 


Ten d for ever here with wonder geaze ! 


1 n&er ſaw church fo full in all ny days !— © 
Your ſervant, furs !—what do you laugh for? £b! 
You donna take me ſure for one o t play? 

You ſhou' d not flout an boneſt country-lad— 

You think me fool, and I think you half mad. 


Dou re all as ſtrange as J, and ſtranger too; 


And, if you laugh at me, I'll laugh at you. (Laughings 


I donna like your. London tricks, not J, 


And ſince you rait d my blood, II tell you why ? 
And if you wull, fince now I am before ye, 


Fer want of Pro-log, Pll relate my ftory. 


1 came from country here to try my fate, 


And get a place among the rich and great; 
But troth Pm fick i journey I h ta'en, 


J like it not—mwou'd 1 were whoame again. 
Firſt, in the city I took up my ſtation, 
And got a place, with one o th corporation, 


A round big man —be eat a plaguy deal, 


Looks ! he*d have beat five ploomen at a meal! 

But long with him I cou'd not make abode, 

For, couw'd on Thin t? He eat a great ſea-toad! 

It came from Indies —'twas as big-as me, 

He call'd it Belly-patch and Capapee : X 
Law! how IT flar'd .I thought, -% knows, but J, 
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Rather than tarry here for bribe or gain, 

Pil back to whoame, and country-fare again. 

T teſt toad-eater ; then Þ ſarv'd a lord, 
And there they promis d !—but ne er kept their word, 


| They mind no more poor ſervants, than their ladies. 

A lady next, who lid a ſmart young lad, 

Hir'd me forthwith but, troth, I thought her mad. 

She turn'd the world top down, as 1 may ſay, 

She chung d the day to neet, the neet to day ! 

I flood one day with coach, and did but ſtoop 

To put the foot-board donun, and with her hoop 

She cover'd me all er ere are you, Lout ? 

| Here, Maam, ſays I, for Heaven's ſake let me out. 

J was ſo ſheam'd with all her freakiſh ways, 

She wore her gear fo ſhort, fo low her ſlay; — 

Fine folks ſhew all for nothing now-a-days ! 

Now I'm the poet's man—T find with wits, 

There's nothing ſartain—nay, we eat by fits. 

Our meals, indeed, are flender, -u hat of that ? 

There are but three on's —meaſter, I, and cat. 

Did you but ſee us all, as Pm a ſinner, 

You'd ſcarcely ſay, which of the three is thinner, - 

My wages all depend on this night's piece, 

But ſhou d you find that all cur ſwans are geeſe! 

Efeck Pl truſt no more to meaſter*s brain, 

But pact up all, and whiſtle whoame again. 
. 


While *mong the great, this geaming work the trade is, - 
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ee men in higheſt dignity have laboured, not a hetle,. te 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


4% FT*RAGEDY, as it was anciently compoſed, hath 
-66 been ever held the graveſt, moraleſt, and moſt 
-«« profitable of all other poems. Hence philoſophers, and 
A other graver writers, as Cicero, Plutarch, and others, 
4 frequently cite out of tragic poets, both to adorn and 


4 jlluſtrate their diſcourſe, "The apoſtle Paul himſelf, 


-6 thought it not unworthy to inſert a verſe of a Greek 5 
+6 poet into the text of Holy Scripture.— Heretofbre, 


e be thought able to compoſe a tragedy. Of that ho- 
4% nour, Dionyſius the elder, was no lefs ambitious; than 
e before, of his attaining to the tyranny. Auguſtus Cz- 
4 far alſo had begun his Ajax, but, unable to pleaſe his 
„ own judgment, left it unfiniſhed. Seneca, the philoſo- 
4 pher, is, by ſome, thought the author of thoſe trage- 
6 dies, at leaſt the beſt of them, that go under that name. 
Gregory Nazianzen, a father of the church, thought 
“ it not unbeſeeming the ſanctity of his perſon to write a 
, tragedy, which is intitled Chri/# Suffering. This is 


„„ mentioned, to vindicate tragedy from the ſmall eſteem, 


-66 or rather infamy, which, in the account of I it 


+66 undergoes at this day.“ s 


So far the great Milton: who ſtrengthen'd theſe exam- 
ples by his own. The author hath nothing more to add, 


are only, that he hath aimed to write his piece, in its 


eſſential parts, according to the model of ancient tragedy, 


ſo far as modern ideas and manners wou d permit. And 


'} gards, by keeping in his eye the ſame great originals. 


he is ſo gratefully ſenſible of that favourable reception it 


bath met with from the public, that, in every future at- 


tempt, he will aſſuredly labour to merit their farther re- 
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Acnner, | 
Sar. | 


Alain. 


: Orriczz. nr: 
Sravn. 


Zarunl. 
„ 
SLAVE 1 | 
| "Officers, Attendants, and Slaves 3 
SCENE, the Royal Palace of Algien, | © 
Time, a few Hours about Midnights wy 
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RE To K "id 
Eur Oruuan and a Blase, | 
ora 


Stranger, fay'{ thou, that enquires of Oba? 
Slave. He does, and waits adminance. 
Oth. Did he tell 
His name and quality? 
— That he declin' d; 
But call'd himſelf thy friend. i 
0th. Where didſt thou ſee him? 
Slave. Ew'n now, While reilight clogd the ey, I a 
3 | bim | 
Muſing amid the ruins- of yon wer 
That — the flood. On my approach, 
With aſpect ſtern, and words of import dark, 
He * n'd me of Othman. Then the tear 
Stole from his eye. But when I talk'd of power 
And courtly honours here conferr'd on thee, 
His frown grew darker :- All I wiſh, he cry'd, - 
I to confer with him, and then to die. 
Otb. What may this mean? Conduct the ſtranger: to 
me. Enit Slave. 
Perhaps ſome worthy eitizen, returmd 
From voluntary exile to Algiers, 


Once known in happier days. 
Enter Sabt. 


Ah, Sadi here! 
My honour'd friend! 
Sa. Stand off—pollute me not. 
eſe honeſt arms, tho* worn with want, difdain' 
hy gorgeous trappings, earn'd by foul diſhonour. 
© a Forbear thy raſh wrenches : for, beneath 


A2 This 
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Beſpeaks my guilt, I wear a heart as true 
As Sadi's to my king. 
Sa. Why then beneath 
This curfed roof, this black uſurper's palace, 
Dar'ſt thou to draw infected air, and live 
The flare of infolence ! Why lick the duſt 
Beneath his feet,” who laid Algiers in ruin? 
But age, which ſhou'd have taught thee honeſt cautions. 
Has taught thee weachery ! 
Oth. Miſtaken man! 
Cou'd paſſion prompt me to Kcentious ſpeech 
Like thine - 
Sa. Peace, falſe one! Peace! The flave to poll 
Still wears a pliant tongue. O ſhame to dwell 
With murder, luſt, and rapine! did he not 
Come from the depths of Barce's ſolitude, 
With fair pretence of faith and firm alliance ?. 
Did not our grateful king, wich open arms, 
Receive him as his gueſt? O fatal hour! 
Did he not then, with hot, adult'rous eye, 
Gaze on the queen Zaphira ? Ves, twas luſt! | 
Luft gave th infernal whiſper to his ſoul, 
And bade him murder, if he would enjoy! 
O, complicated horrors ! hell- born treach'ry! 
Then fell our country, when good Selim by. us 
Yet thou, pernicious traitor, unabaſh'd 
Can'ſt wear the murd”rer's badge. 
__ Oth. Yet hear me, Sadi 
Sa. What can diſhonour plead ? IJ 
0th. Vet blame not prudence. 
Sa. Prudence! the ſtale pretence of Why knave ? 
The traitor's ready maſk | 
Oth, Vet ſtill 1 love thee: 
Yet unprovok'd by thy intemperate zeal, 
Bethink thee !—might I not inſult thy fight 
With the foul names of fear and perhdy ? * 
Didſt thou not fly, when Barbaroſſa's ſword 
Reck'd with the blood of thy brave countrymen 7 
What then did I ?—Beneath this hated roof, 
Ia pity to my widow'd queen 
Sa. * pity ! 


Oths 


* 


. 


Kak BARBAROSSA 3 
0th. Ves, Sad: Heay'n is witneſs, pity N me. 


Sa. Words, words ! diſfimulation all, and guik ! _ 
Oth. With honeſt guile I did enroll my name 

Ta the black liſt of Barbaroſſs's friends: 

In hope, that ſome propitious hour might riſe, 

When * #44 would daſh the murd' rer from his — 

And give ni 
Sa Indeed !. can*{t thou be true? 

0th. By heav'n, Tam: 
Sa. Why then-difſemble thus? 
Oth. Have I not told thee 2. 

J held it vais, to ſtem the-tyrant's pow'r: 


By the weak fallies of an. ill-tim'd rage. | 
Sa. Enough : I find thee honeſt : and with wide 


Will join thy counſels. This, my faithful arm, 
Waſted with miſery, ſhall gain new nerves | 
For brave reſolves.. Can — my friend, be dose? 


Can aught be dar'd ?: 


Otb. We groan beneath the ſcourge. 
This very morn, on falſe pretence of — 


For the foul murder of our honour'd king, 


Five-guiltteſs' wretches periſſ'd on the rack. 
Our long-lov'd friends,, and braveſt citizens, 
Self. banih d to · the ha. mourn in exile : 


While the fell tyrant lords it o'er a crew: - 


Of abjeR f veophants, the necdy tools 


Oft pow'r uſury'd : and a degenerate train 
Of ſlaves in arms. 


Su. O my devoted country! 

But ſay, the widow'd Queen — my heart beds for "She 
056. if pain be life, ſhe lives: but in ſuch woe, 

As want and ſlavery might vie w with pity, 


. 


And bleſs. their bapic lot! Hemm'd: round by tenor. 


Within this cruel palace, once the ſeat 
Of every joy, thro? ſey'n long tedious years, 
She weeps her murder'd lord, her exil'd ſon, 


Fer people fall'n: the murd'rer of her lord, 


Returning now from conqueſt o'er the Moors, 
Tempts her to marriage: ſpurr'd at once by luſt, 


And black ambition. But leich noble firmneſs, 


Surpaſſing female, ſhe. rejects his yows, 
Scorning the horrid union. Mean-tin.e, he, 
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Wich ceaſeleſs hate, purſues her exil'd ſon; | 
And—Oh ! deteſted ne | . 9d : 7 * 
Sa. Vet more deeds 
Of cruelty! juſt Heaven! 
Cth. His rage purſues | 
The virtuous youth, ey*n into foreign . 
Ere this, perhaps, he bleeds. A. murd' ring ruffian 
Is ſent to watch his ſteps, and * ere 
Into his guiltleſs breaſt. 
Sa. Is this thy faith! - + EY 
Tamely to — to ſuch deeds of hoover ' © ma 
Give me thy poignard ; lead me to the n. £ 3 
What tho” ſurrounding guards — Con 
Oth. Repreſs thy fury. 
© Thou wilt alarm the palace, wilt wu 
Thyſelf, thy friend, in ruin. Haſte thee hence 2 
Haſte to the remnant of our loyal friends, - 
And let maturer councils rule thy zeal, © 
Sa. Yet let us ne*er forget our prince's wrongs. 
Remember, Othman, (and let vengeance riſe) ä ; 
How in the pangs of death, and in his gore | r 0 
Welt' ring, we found our prince: The deadly dagger | 
Deep in his heart was fix d! His royal blood, 
The life-blood of his people, o'er the bath 
Ran purple! O remember! and revenge! 
Oth. Nooſe not my zeal, But haſte, and ſeek ou 
tends. 


rite tes hs 


Near to the weſtern pert Blkmanzor dwells, T} 
Vet unſeduc'd by Barbaroffa's power. ; M 

He will diſcloſe to thee, if aught be heard +» — M 

n Of Selim's ſafety, or (what more I dread) Re 
Of Selim's death. Thence beſt may our reſolves 

Re drawn. hereafter. But let caution guide thee, 'Th 
For in theſe walks, where tyranny and gui W 
Uſurp the throne, wakeful ſafpicions dwell; W 
And ſquint-ey' d jealouſy, prone to pervert, | 
 Ev'n looks and fmiles to treaſon. 10 

Sa. I obey thee, Ts 7 1 

Near to the weſtern port, thou fa Ih. 

Oth. Ev'n there. 


22 
2 


Cloſe by the blaſted pabm- tree, where 
O' erlooks the city. Haſte thee hence, u 
n | Ca I 


:þ 
8 


Kar. BARBAROSSA. ww 
I would not have-tliee found within theſe all . 


[Fharifh, 
And hark theſe warlike ſounds | on the approach 
Of the proud Barbaroſſa, with his train 
Begone 
Sa. May dire diſeaſe and ſlice 
Hang o'er his 7 Prince's, and thy commey Othraan, 
Th een „ thy Prince's, 5 wrong. 
* : | Exit Sadi 
Oth. When I forget them, be contempt my lot! 
Yet, for the love I = them, I muſt wrap Th 
My deep reſentments in the ſpacious guiſe 
Of mile, and fair de portment. 


Enter BARBAROSSA, Guards &c. 


Bar. Valiant Othman, 
Are theſe vile ſlaves impal'd? 
Oth. My Lord, they are. 
Bar. Did not the rack extort dente from them ? 
0th. They dy'd obdurate : while the melting crowd 
Murmur'd out pity for their groans and anguiſh. 
Bar. _ on their womaniſh hearts! what, pity ſlaves 
Whom. my ſupreme decree condemn'd to torture? 
Are ye not all my flaves, to-whom-my nod: | 1 * 
Gives life or death'? d 
Oth. To doubt thy will is treaſon. 
Bar. I love thee, faithful Othman : but why fry 
That ſadneſs on thy brow :. For oft? I find thee 
Miuſing and ſad; while joy, for my return, 
My ſword villains, and the Moors o A 
Reſounds through all my palace. 
0th. Mighty warrior ! 
The ſoul, intent on offices of love, 
Will oft neglect dr ſcorn the weaker proof 
Which ſmiles or ſpeech can give. 
Bar. Well: be it ſo. 

To guard Algiers from anarchy's miſrule, 
--Þ — the regal ſcepter. Who deſerves, 
Shall meet protection: and who merits not, : 
Shall meet my wrath in thunder.— But tis 
That when, with open arms, I would receive 
un Selim; wou'd reſtore the crown, which death 


— 


py, 
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Reſt from his facher's head—he-ſcorns my bounty, - 
Shans me with fallen and obdurate = 

3  kindles 22 Nr chmes, | 
A my pow'r, who ſav'd-his bleedin country, 
Oh. *Tis-ſtrange, indeed 4 


Enter Ar Abi. 


Ala. Kate Knees I bring thee. tidings >; 
Of high concernment to uo er and thee. - 
Young Selim is no more. 

Oth. Indeed. 

er. Indeed4—why that aſtoniſhment?” 
He was our bittereſt foe. 22360; 0 
._ Oth. So periſh af!!! 54 
Thy cauſeleſs enemies! 

Bar. What ſays the rumour? 
How dy'd the prince, and where? 

Ala. The rumour tells, 
That flying to Oran, he there begg'd ſuccours 
From Ferdinand of Spain,, t' invade — 

Bar. From Chriſtian dogs !- 

Gth. —_— + league with infidels ' 

Ala. And there held council with the-haugh Spaniards, 
To conquer and dethrone thee ; but in vain : 7 | 
For in a-dark encounter with two ſlaves, - | 
Wherein the one fell by his dauntleſs-valour,- 
Selim at length was flain.- | 

Bar. Ungrateful boy! 
Oft' have I cs him to meet my kindneſs; - | 
But ſtill ia vain; he ſhunn'd me like a peſtilence ; SY 
Nor cou'd I e' er behold him, ſince the down A 
Cover'd his-manly cheek. —How many years 
| Number'd he? 
Orb. Think, ſrarce thirteens. when his father dy d, 
And, now, ſome twenty. 

Bar. Othman, now for proof 
Of undiſſembled R — Well I know,- 
Thy long-experiene'd faith hath plac'd thee high 
In the Queen's conſidenee: Thie crown I wear 
Yet totters on my head, till marriage · rites 
Have made her mine. Othman, ſhe muſt be won. 
Plead thou my cauſe. of love: Bid her dry un 


RR 
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| Where duty bids, I go. 
Ere yet the rumour of her ſon's-deceaſey * 
Hath reach'd her ear; ere yet the mournful tale 


Tell her, I come, borne on the wings of love 


| While the young adder neſted in his place? 


The truſty flave's/ approach. 


441. BARBAROSSA, 


Her fruitleſs. tears: Paint forth her long delays. 
Wake all thy eloquenee : Make her but mine, 
And ſuch unſought reward ſhall crown thy zeal, + 
As ſhall out-ſoar thy wiſhes, 

0th. Mighty King 


Bar. Then baſte thee, Oed 


Hath whelm'd her in a new abyſs of woe, 
And queneh'd all foft affeQtion, fave for him, 


Haſte—Sy— I follow thee. [Exit Othman. 
Now, Aladin,- 

Now fortune bears ns to the witk's for port : 

We ride ſecure on her moſt proſp*rous billow. 

This was the pock I dreaded. Doſt not think 

Th' attempt was greatly daring ? . 

Ala. Aye; and neceſſary 
What booted it, to cut the old ſerpent off, 


Bar. True: We have conquer*d now. Algiers is mine, 
Without a rival. Thus great ſouls aſpire; en 


And boldly ſnatch at crowns, beyond the reach 
Of coward conſcience. —Yet I wonder much. 


Omar returns not: Omar, whom I fent- 


On this high truſt. I fear, tis he hath fall'n. 


Didſt thou not ſay two ſlaves encounter'd Selim? 


Ala. Aye, two; tis rumour' d. ſo. 
Bar. And that one fell ?. 
Ala. Ev'n ſo; By Selim's hand; while his companion 
Planted his happier ſteel in Selim's heart. 
Bar. Omar, I fear is falPn:- From my right-hand 
I gave my ſignet to the truſty ſlave : 
And bade him ſend it, as the certain pledge 
Of Selim's death; if ſickneſs or captivity, 
Or wayward fate, ſhow'd thwart his quick return. 
Ala. The rumour yet is young; 1 foreruns 


Bar. We'll wait th' event. 
Mean- time give out, that now the widow'd Queen 
Hath * her tears, 9 to crown my * 


'By 


[ 

| 

| ; 
| 

| 

1 
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i :- ſpread wide tha flau ting tale: 
—— 5 
Pow'r ſhalt compel- | x 

Ala. ſe is indeed « thought 0 
Which prudence whiſpers. 5 
Bar. Thou, brave Aladin, 


C deeds: 


Soon ſhall my friendſhip's warmth 1 thy faith 

1 — al a will devotes to feaſt and j | 
— o'er the Moor. Hence, in; 

And ce ſee the-night-watch cloſe the palace round. 


[Exit Alia 
Now to the Qaeen. My heart expands with hope. 


Let high ambition flouriſh : in Selim's blood 
Its root is ſtruck : from this, the riſing ſtem 


Proudly ſhall branch o'er / 9 
3 ſhore. 


Enter IaENE. 


What, drown'Tin tears! Sell wth thy folly chart 
of my foul ? When ſpring 
en er, — the proffer'd- boon, - 
'o dwell with ſorrow. Why theſe: "(allen tears? 4 
Tre. Lex noe theſe tears offend my father's eye 
are the tears of pity. 2 

I come, thy fu a 

Bar. On ſome rude requeſt. A ates 


What would'ſt thou urge? 


Tre. Thy dread return from var, 
And proffer'd love, have open'd ev'ry wound 
Fhe ſoſt and lenient hand of- time had: clos d. 
If ever gentle pity touch'd thy heart, 


Now let it: melt! Urge not thy harſh command 


To ſee her! her diſtracted ſoul is bent 4 


To mourn in ſolitude: ſhe aſſes no more. 
Bar. She mocks my love. How many tedious years 


Have I endur'd-her-coyneſs? Had not war 


And great ambition, - calbd me from 


Ere this, my pow'r had reap'd what ſhe: denies. 


But there's a cauſe, which touches on my peace, 


And bids me brook no more her falſe delays. 


* 0, frown not thus! ſure, pity ne er deſery'd 


A parent's- - 


. Th 


4 ; 40 1. BARBAROSSA. 
3 A parent's frown ! then: look more kindly. on-me, ; 
Let thy conſenting piry-mix with mine, 
And heal the * * majeſty ! 
Tre. Oh, never ſhall Rene 
While poor Zaphira mourns! 
Bax. —— my child? 
Perverſe and ſtubborn ! EP don lov'ſt W 
Dry up thy tears. *What! damp the general — 
| |! ghar boner gley ee 
3 The vaulted heav'n, as ſoon as fame ſhall 
4 [Young .Selim's death, my empire 's birr'relt fog, 
tre. O, generous Selim! 
2 Bar. Ahl there's more in this? 
Tell me, Irene; on thy duty, tell me; 
As thou doſt wiſh I would not.caſt thee of, 
With an inceniſed. father's curſes on thee, 
Now tell me why, at this * 
| Fm thy ſorrow ſtreams ? 
1 tre. Yes, I will tell thee, 
JT Forte is-gone !.-and greads t hate: no more! 
My father knows, that ſcarce'five moons are vaſl, 
| Since the Moors ſeiz d, and fold. me at Oran, 
A hopeleſs captiye in a foreign clime! 
Bar. Too well I know, and rue the fatal _ 
But what of this? 
Tre. Why ſhou'd I tell, whav horrors Me 
Did then beſet my foul Oft have 1 told thee, _ 
How, midſt the throng, a youth appear d: bis eye 
Bright. as the morning ſtar ** b | or 
Bar. And was it Selim? 
Did he redeem thee? 
Tire. With unſparing hand 
He paid th? allotted ranſom ; and ales 
 Av'rice and appetite. At his feet I. Wepts 
Diſſolv'd in tears of gratitude and joy. 
| But when I told my quality and birth, 
He ſtarted at the name of Barbaroſſa; 
And thrice turn'd pale. Yet, with recovery mild, 
So to, Algiers, he cry'd ; protect my mother, 
| And be to her, what Selim is to > chee.—— „ 
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Een ſuch, my father, was the gen'rous youth, | 
"Who, by the 1 of bloody, bloody n men | 
Lies number'd with the dead. 
Bar. Amazement chills me! , 
Was this thy unknown: friend; — kom me? 
. Falſe, faithleſs child! | 

Tire. Cou'd gratitude do leſs! | | 
He faid thy hate purſu'd, him; thence conjur'd me, 

Not to reveal his name. 

' Bar: Thou treacherous maid! "oy 
To coop to freedom from thy: father's 
Tire. Alas, my father! * 

He never was thy foe. 
Bar. What ! — for Selim! fu 
Away. He merited the death he found! * 

Oh — traitreſs to thy father's glory ! 

Thou ſhoud*ſt have liv'd a flave—been ſold-to ſhame, 
Been baniſnh'd to the depth of howling deſarts, i 
Been aught but what then art, rather. than blot 
A father's honour by a deed fo vile 
Hence, from my ſight.— Hence, thou nathankful child! 
Beware thee! ſhun the Queen: nor taint her ear 

With Selim's fate. Ves, ſhe ſhall crown my love; 


Orr by our prophet, ſhe ſhall dread my pour. 
[Exit Barbaroſſa, 
Tre. Unhappy Qu 


geen! 
To what new ſcenes of horror art thou doom'd ! q 1 
O cruel father! hapleſs child! whom pit yr | 
Compels to call him cruel ! Gen'rous Selim! 4 
Poor injur d Queen! who but intreats to die 
In her dear father's tents! Thither, good Queen, 
My care ſhall ſpeed thee, while ſuſpicion ſleeps. 
What tho* my frowning father pour his rage 
| 'On my defenceleſs head ? yet innocence 
Shall yield her:firm ſapport ; and conſcious virtue 
2M 'Gild al my days. Cow'd I but fave Zaphira, 
Taue as beat, Pl] weep and pray, till ſhe 
4 | And heay'n * my father e er was cruel. [Exil. 
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: ZarninA and Female Slaves diſcover d. 


ZAPHIRA. | 


7HEN ſhall I be at peace —0, A bear n, 
Strengthen my fainting ſoul, which fain wou'd riſe 


| To confidence in thee !— But woes on woes 


O'erwhelm me! Firſt my huſband ! now, my ſon ! 
Both dead! both ſlaughter'd by the bloody hand 
Of Barbaroſſa ! Sweet content, farewell! 
Farewell, ſweet hope! Grief is my portion here ! 
O dire ambition! what infernal pow'r 
Unchain'd thee from thy native depth of hell, 

To ſtalk the earth with thy deſtructive train, 


— Murder and luſt ! to waſte domeſtic peace, 


And ev'ry beart- felt joy 


Enter Oruuax. 


O faithful Othman ! 


Our fears were true ! My Selim is no more ! 
0th. Has then the faral ſtory reach'd thine e ear ? 
Inhuman tyrant ! 
Zaph. Strike him, "IRE with thunder ! 
Nor let Zaphira doubt thy providence. 
Oth. Twas what we fear'd. Accuſe not heav'n's 
high will, | Wy | 
Nor ſtruggle with the ten-fold chain of fate, 
That links thee to thy woes ! O, rather yield, 
And wait the happier hour, when innocence 
Shall weep no more. Ret in that pleaſing hope, 
And yield thyſelf to heavy n.— My honour'd Queen, 
The King 
Zapb. Whom ſtib'ſt thou King? ? 
Oth. Tis Barbarofla. 
He means to ſee thee. 
Zapb. Curſes blaſt the tyrant ! 
Does he aſſume the name of King? 
0th. He does. 


Laub. O title vilely purchas'd ! by the blood 
B 


Of 
7 
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Of innocence ! By treachery and murder 


May heav'n, incens'd, pour down its vengeance on him ; 


Blaſt all his joys, and turn them into horror; 
Till phrenzy riſe, and bid him curſe the hour 


'That gave his crimes their birth ! My faithful Othman ! 


My ſole ſurviving prop! Canſt thou Uevile 
No ſecret means, by which I may eſcape 


This hated palace | With undaunted ſtep 
I'd roam the waſte, to reach my father's vales 


Of dear Mutija !-—Can no means be found, 


To fly theſe black'ning korrors that ſurround me? 5 
Ot. That hope is vain ! The tyrant knows thy hate; 
Hence, day and night, his watchful guards ſurround thee, 


Impenetrable as walls of a 
Curb then thy mighty griefs : Juſtice and truth 
He mocks as ſhadows : Rouſe not then, his anger. 
Let ſoft any wa and mild eloquence, 
Redeem that liberty, which ſtern rebuke 
Wou'd rob thee "for erer. 
 Zaph. Cruel taſk! 
For royalty to bow, an imjur'd queen 
To kneel for liberty! Aud, Oh! to whom! 
_ Ev'n to the murd' 3 and ſon! 
O periſh firſt, Zaphira! Ves, I'll die! 
For what is life to me! My dear, dear lord! 
My hapleſs child! Ves, I will follow you. 
Cth. Wilt thou nat ſee him, then? 
 Zaph. I will not, Othman; © 
Or, if I do, with bitter imprecation, 
More keen than poiſon ſhot from * tongues, 
I'll pour my curſes on him! 
Oth. Will 
Thus meanly fink in woman's fruitleſs rage, 
When ſhe ſhould wake revenge? 
Zaph. Revenge !—O tell me— | 
'Tell me but how ! what can a helpleſs woman ? 


0th. Gain bat the tyrant's leave, and reach thy father: 


Pour thy complaints before him: Let thy wrongs 
Kindle his indignation, to purſue 

This vile uſurper, till unccaſing war 

Blaſt his ill-gotten power. 
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Zapb. riſing.] Ah !—ſay' thou, Othman ? 


Thy words have ſhot like lightning thro” my frame; 


And all my ſoul's on fire Thou faithful friend! 
Yes ; with more gentle ſpeech Ill ſooth his pride; 
Regain my freedom! ſeek my father's tente; 
There paint my countleſs woes. His kindling rage 
Shall wake the vallies into honeſt vengeance : 


The ſudden ſtorm ſhall pour on Barbaroſia; 
And ev'ry glowing warrior ſteep his ſhaft 
In deadhier poiſon, to revenge my wrongs. | 


Oth. There ſpoke the Queen. But as thou lov oY 
freedom 
Touch not on Selim's fate. Thy ſoul will kindle, 
And paſſion mount in flames that will conſume thee. 
Zaph. My murder'd fon !—Yes, to revenge thy death, 


Pl ſpeak a language which my heart diſdains. 


Oth. Peace, peace: The tyrant comes: N hard 


Ucen, 


Plead for thy freedom; hope for juſt revenge; ; 


And check each riſing paſon * Othman. 


Euter Baxzanonze. 
Bar. Hail, ſovreign fair! Thrice honour'd Queen? 


in whom 


Beauty and maj: jeſty conſpire to charm 
| Behold the conqu'ror, whoſe deciding voice 


Can ſpeak the fate of N at thy feet 
Lies conquer'd by thy how” a 

Zaph. O Barbaroſſa 
No more the pride of conqueſt e' er can charm 
My widow'd heart ! With my departed Lord 


My love hes bury'd ! I ſhould meet thy flame 


With ſullen tears and cold indifference. 

Then turn thee to ſome happier fair, whoſe heart 
May crown thy growing love, with — fincere 3 
For I have none to give _ 


Bar. Love ne'er ſhould die: 


?Tis the ſoul's cordial : Tis the fount of life; 


Therefore ſhou'd ſpring eternal in the breaſt. 

One object loſt, another ſhou'd ſucceed ; 

And all our life be love. 

 Zaph. Urge me no more :—Thou might'ſt with equal 
hope | B 2 Woo 


4 
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Woo the cold marble, weeping o'er a tomb, 
To meet thy wiſhes ! but if gen'rous love 
Dwell in breaſt, vouchſate me proof fincere : 
Give me ſafe convoy to the native vales 
Of dear M tija, where my father — | 
This lofty palace, and the ad | pomp | 
Of empire, for an Arab's wand' ring tent! 
Where the mock chieftain leads his vagrant tribes 
From plain to plain, as thirſt or famine ſways ; 
Obſcurely vain ! and faintly ſhadows out 
The majeſty of kings FA. other joys 
Here ſhall attend thy call: the winged bark 
For thee ſhall traverſe ſeas; and er in cine 
Be tributary to Za hire” s charms, 1 gs 
To thee, exalted fair, ſubmiſſive realms 
Shall bow the . —_ ſwarthy kings and queens, f 

From the far-diſtant Niger and the Nile, 
Drawn captive at my conqu ring chariot-wheels, 
Shall kneel before thee. 

Zaph. Pomp and pow'r are toys, 

Which ev'n the mind at eaſe may well diſdain. 
But, ah! what mockery is the tinſel pride 
Of ſplendour, when, by waſting woes, the mind 
Lies deſolate within! Such, ſuch is mine ! 
O'erwhelm'd with ills, and dead to every joy; 
Envy me not this laſt requeſt, to = | 
In my dear father's tents! 1 
Bar. Thy ſuit is vain 


Zaph. Thus kneeling at thy feet. — |} 


Bar. Thou thankleſs fair! 
Thus to repay the labours of my love! a 
Had I not ſeiz'd the throne when Selim dy'd, 
Ere this, thy. foes had laid Algiers | in ruin: 
I check'd the warring pow'rs, and gave you peace. | 
 Zaph. Peace doſt thou call it! what can worſe be fear 4 
From the war's rage, than violence and blood? 2 
Have not unceafing horrors mark'd thy reign ; 
_ Thro? ſey'n long years, thy ſlaught'ring ſword hath reek'd 
With guiltleſs blood. 
Bar. With guiltleſs blood! Take heed —— 


Rouſe | 


* vw 1 a AM 


ſe 


Can I bear this 


d 


Than mount, with thee, my murder'd Selim's throne! 


. 
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Rouſe not my ſlumb'ring rage; nor vindicate 


Thy country's guilt and treaſon. 


Zaph. Where violence reigns, there innocence is nk : 
And virtue, treaſon.— Know, Zaphira ſcorns 
Thy menace. —Yes—thy ſlaught' ring ſword hath reek d 
Wich guiltleſs blood. Through thee, exile and death 
Have thinn'd Algiers. Is this thy boaſted peace? 
So might the tyger boaſt the peace he brings, ; 
| When he o'erleaps by ſtealth, and waſtes the fold. 
Bar. Ungrateful Queen! Pt give thee proof of loves 
Beyond thy ſex's pride! but make thee mine, 
I will deſcend the throne, and call thy ſon 
From baniſhment to empire. 
| Zaph. Oh, my heart! 


Inhuman tyrant ! curſes on thy head! | 
May dire remorſe and anguiſh haunt thy throne, 
And gender in thy boſom fell —_— 

Deſpair as deep as mine ! 

_ Bar. What means Zaphira? 

What means this burſt of grief? 


1 fell A4. 

Had not guilt (teePd thy heart, awak” ning conſcience 
Wou'd flaſh conviction on thee, and each look, | 
Shot from theſe eyes, be arm'd with r 
To turn thee into {tone !—Relentleſs. man ! 
Who did the bloody deed ? Oh, tremble guilt, 
Where'er thou art !—Look on me!—Tell me, tyrant— 
Who flew my blamcleſs ſon ? 

Bar. What envious tongue, 

My foe, hath dar'd to tant my name with flander 2 
This is the rumour of ſome coz'niug ſlave, | 
Who thwarts my peace. Believe it not, Zaphira; 
Thy Selim lives: nay, more, he ſoon ſhall reign, 

If thou conſent to bleſs me. 

Zaph. Never f Oh, never —Sooner wou'd I roam 
An unknown exile through the torrid climes = 
Of Atric, fooner dwell with wolves and tygers, 


f 


Bar. Raſh Queen, forbear ; think on thy captive {tate :. 
Remember, that, within theſe palace-walls, 
I am omnipotent : chat every knee 


B33 Tends 
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Bends at my dread : that ſhame and honour, 
Reward and W await my nod, | 
The vaſſals of my pleaſure. —Yield thee then: 

Avert the gath' ring horrors that ſurround _ 

And dread my pow'r incens d. | 

Zaph. Dares thy licentious tongue ene mine ear 


Th' all-ſeeidg eye of heav'n, its lifted thunder, 

And all the red' ning vengeance which it ſtores 

For crimes like thine? Yet know, thy threats are vain, 
Tho” robb'd by thee of ev'ry dear ſupport, 

No tyrant's threat can awe the free-born foul, 

That greatly dares to die. Exit Zaphira. 
Bar. Where ſhou'd ſhe learn the tale of Selim's death! 
Cou'd Othman dare to tell it? if he did, 

My rage ſhall ſweep him, ſwifter than the whirhviad, 
To infant death !—Curſe on her ſteadineſs 

She lords it o'er my heart. There is a charm 

Of majefty in virtue, that difarms 

Reluctant pow'r, and bends the ſtruggling will 

From her moſt 1 reſolve. 


Enter Alanus. 


Oh, Aladin! 

Timely thou com'ſt, to eaſe my lab'ring thought, 

That ſwells with inglignation and 4 1 

This ſtubborn woman 

Ala. What, unconquer'd ſtill? | 

Bar. The news of Selim's fate hath reach'd her car. 

Whence could this come ? 

Ala. I can reſolve the doubt. 

A female ſlave, attendant on Zaphira, 

O'erbeard the meſſenger who brought the ne, 

Ind gave it to her ear. 

Bar. Perdition ſeize her! | 

Nor threats can me ve, nor promiſe now allure 

Fer haughty foul: nay, ſhe defies my pow'r: 

nd talks of deatb, as if BY female ern 

Inſhrin'd ſom: hero's ſpi | 6 
Ala. Let her rage fo | 

I bring thee tidin s that "wil zaſe tty pain. 


With that fpul menace Tyrant ! dread'ſt thou not 


Bar. 
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Bar. Say ſt 2 on—0 give me — 
relief — 
Ala. The gallant youth is come who flew her ſon. 
Bar. Who, Omar ! 
Ala. No; unhappy Omar fell 


By Selim's hand. But Achmet, whom he join'd 


His brave aſſociate, ſo the youth bids rel thee, 
Reveng'd his death by Selim's. 
Bar. Gallant youth! 


Bears he the ſignet? 


Ala. Aye. | | 
Bar. That ſpeaks him true Conduct bim, Aladin. 
[ Exit Aladin. 
This is beyond my hope. The ſecret pledge 
Reſtor d, prevents = ah of the deed, 
While it confirms it done. 


Enter AcnmerT and ALAavin. | 


Ach. Hail, Barbaroſa As the pledge 
—_— b. 


of Selim's death, behold thy ring reſtor'd : 


That pledge will ſpeak the reſt. 
Bar. Riſe, valiant youth! 


But firſt, no more a ſſave - give thee freedom. 


Thou art the youth whom Omar (now no _ 
Join'd his companion 1n this brave attempt ? 
Ach. 1 am. 
Bar. Then tell me how you ſped.—Where found ye 
That inſolent ! 
| Ach, We found him at Oran, 
Plotting deep miſchief to thy throne and people. 
Bar. Well ye repaid the traitor— 
Ach. As we ought. 
While night drew on, we leapt upon our prey. 
Full at his heart brave Omar aim'd the poignard, 


Which Selim, ſhunning, wrench'd it from his hand, 


Then plung'd i it in his breaſt. I haſted on. 
Too late to ſave, yet I reveng'd my friend: 


My thirſty dagger, with repeated blows, 


Scarch'd every artery: 'Fhey fell together, 
Gaſping in folds of mortal enmity; 
And thus in frowns expir'd. 


= BARBAROSSA 


Dar. Well haſt thou ſped. 
Thy dagger did its office, fatthful Auer 
And high reward ſhall wait thee.One thing more 
Be the thought fortunate !—Go, ſeek the Queen. 
For know, the rumour of her Selim's death 8 

HFath reach'd ker ear: Hence dark ſuſpicions riſe, 
Squinting at me. Go, tell her, that thou ſfaw'ſt 
| Her ſon expire; that, with his dying breath, 
He did conjure her to receive my vows, 
And give her country peace.—That, ſure, will lult 
Suſpicion. Aladin, that, ſure, will win her. 


Ala. "Tis wiſely thought. It muſt. 
Enter OruuaAx. 


Bar. Moſt welcome, Othman. 

Behold this gallant ſtranger. He hath done 
The ſtate good ſervice. Let ſome high reward 
Await him; ſuch as may o'erpay his zeal. 

Conduct hins to che 2 ; for he hath ridings 
Worthy her ear, frem her departed ſon; 

Such as may win her lore.——— Come, Aladin: 
The banquet waits our preſence: Feſtal joy 
Laughs in the mantling goblet; and the night, 

Hlumin'd by the taper's 8 beam, 
Rivals departed day. 
Ach. What anxious thought 
Rolls in thine eye, and heaves thy lab' ring breaſt ? 
Why join'ſt thou not the loud excels of Joys 
That riots thro? the palace? 
Otb. Dar'ſt thou tell me, 
On what dark errand thou art here ? 
Ach. I dare. 

Doſt thou not ſee the favage lines of blood 
Deform my viſage ? Read'ſt not in mine eye 
Remorſeleſs fury: — I am Selim's murd'rer.. 

Ott. His murd' rer! 
Ach. Start not from me. 
My dagger thirſts not but for regal blood. 
Why this amazement ? 
Oth. Amazement !—No 
be. 


He was indeed a foe to Barbaroſſa. 


Aa II. 


LZEreunt Bar. and. Ak. | 


—Tis well. Tis as it ſhould 


Ach. And therefore to Algiers:— Was it not ſo? 


} Why doſt thou pauſe ? What 1 ſhakes thy frame? 


Na-. 


Acb. Nay, more 
Selim is in Algiers. 


ZBiauſpicion, tho? ſhe wear the lynx's eyes. 6 
Not ev'n thyſelf couldſt know him. 


Otb. Fate, do thy worſt! I can no more diſſemble !— 
Can I, unmov'd, behold the murd'ring rufhan, 
Smear'd with my prince's blood ?—Go, tell the tyrant, 


Othman defies his power; that, tir'd with life, 


He dares his bloody hand, and pleads to die. 
Ach. What, didſt thou love this Selim? 
Otb. All men lov'd him. 1 
He was of ſuch unmix'd and blameleſs quality, 
That envy, at his praiſe, ſtood mute, nor dar'd 


T0 ſully his fair name! Remorſeleſs tyrant ! 


Ach. I do commend thy faith. And fince thou loy'ſt 
him 


, | 
Pl whiſper to thee, that with honeſt guile 
I have deceiv'd this tyrant Barbaroſſa: 
Selim is yet alive. 

0th. Alive! 


0th. Impoſſible TY ES 
Ach. Why, if thou doubt'ſt, Ill bring him hither, 
ſtraight. | Eh 
0th. Not for an empire 
Thou might'ſt as well bring the devoted lamb 
Into the tyger's den. 
Ach. Nay, but I'll bring him 
Hid in ſuch deep diſguiſe, as ſhall deride 


Oth. 1 too ſure, to hazard ſuch an awful 
trial!! 8 | 
Ach. Vet ſeven revolving years, worn out 
In tedious exile, may have wrought ſuch change 
Of voice and feature, in the ſtate of youth, | 
As might elude thine eye. 
Oth. No time can blot 
The mem'ry of his ſweet majeſtic mien ! 
The luſtre of his eye! Nay, more, he wears 


A mark indelible, a beauteous ſcar, * 


Made on his forehead by a furious pard, 
Which, ruſhing on his mother, Selim flew. 
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Ach. A ſcar!” * 
Orth. Aye, on his forehead. 1 
Ach. What, like this? [Lifting bis Tur lan. 


Oth. Whom do I fee —_ I awake !—my Prince! 
[ Aneels. 


My honour'd, hononr'd King A 
"vel. Riſe, faithful Othman ! | ISM J be 
Thus let me thank thy truth! CEmbraces him. mo, 
Otb. Oh, happy hour! = 2 
| Sel. Why delt thou tremble thus? Why gap my | gn 
hand? | 
And why that ardent gaze? Thou canſt not doubt me! 


Oth. Ah, no! I fee thy fire in ev'ry line. 1 
How did my prince eſcape the murd'rer's hand? | ; 
A Sel. I wreneb d the dagger from him, and gave back J 
\ That death he meant to bring. The ruffian wore FF | 
"The tyrant's ſignet:— Take this ring, he cry'd, : Cl; 
The ſole return my dying hand can make thee . 
For its accurs'd attempt: This pledge reſtor d, | 
Will prove thee ſlain : Safe may'ſt thou fee Algiers, 1 
Unknown to all.— This ſaid, th' aſſaſſin dy d. T 
Orb. But how to gain admittance, thus unknown? 0 
Sel. Diſguis'd as Selim's murderer I come: = Bli 
Th' accomplice of the deed : The ring reſtor d, Ss = 
Gain'd credence to my words. 1 
Oth. Vet ere thou cam'ſt, thy death was rumour d here. 0 
Sel. I ſpread the flatt ring tale, and ſent it _— 
That babbling rumour, Hke a lying dream, js 1 / 
Might make belief more eaſy. Tell me, Othman, 1 * 
And yet I tremble to approach the theme 1 
3 es ſhe ſtill ſuſtain 11 
Her native greatneſs ? -" 
Ott. Still: In vain the tyrant s = 
Tempts her to marriage, tho with i impious mreats Th 
Of death or violation. | To 
Sell. May kind heav'n 28 | 
| Strengthen her virtue, and by me reward i it! 3 7 
When ſhall I fee her, Othman? | | Tis 
0th. Vet, my Prince, =. 8 
I tremble for thy preſence. | SM tf 
Sel. Let not fear | 


Sully thy virtue ; *Tis the lot of guilt 


To 


To 


This, Othman—this—ſhall drink the tyrant's blood. 
Thy headlong zeal! 


Blindly impell'd by fury or deſpair: 
For I have ſeen our friends, and parted now 


Bold thro? deſpair, have ſworn to break their chain 
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To tremble. What hath innocence to do with fear ? 
0th. Vet think —ſhould Barbaroffla— 
Sel. Dread him not— 1 
Thou know ſt, by his command, Zaphira, - 
And wrapt in this diſguiſe, I walk ſecure, 
As if from heav'n ſome guardian pow'r attending, 
Threw ten-fold night around me. 
0th. Still my heart 
Forebodes ſome dire event O quit theks ed 15 
Sel. Not till a deed be done, — 


| Shall tremble when he hears. 


Oth. What means my prince? - "Oy RR 
Sel. To take juſt vengeance for a father's blood, „ 
A mother's ſuff — and a ay 2d $ groans. = J 
0th. Alas, my Prince | Thy ſingle arm is weak —_ 
To combat multitudes ! | 
Clad in this — 8 guiſeEre morning ſhines, 


[ Shews a dagger. | 
Oth. Heay'n ſhield thy precious life—Let caution rule 


Sel. Nay, behink not that I come 


From Sadi and Almanzor. 
0th. Say—what hope? 
My foul is all attention. 
Sel. Mark me, then; 
A choſen band of citizens this night 
Will ſtorm the palace: while the glutted troops 
Lie drench'd in | furfeix ; the confed”rate city, 


By one wide ſlaughter. I, mean-time, have gain d 
The palace, and will wait th' appointed hour, 
To guard Zaphira from the tyrant's rage, 
Amid? the deathful uproar. 
Cth. Heav'n protect thee 
"Tis dreadful—What's the hour ! 
Sel. I left our friends 
In ſecret council. Ere che dead of gight 


Brave 
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Brave Sadi will report 5 laſt reſolves. 
Now lead me to the — | 

Oth. Brave Prince, beware ! | 
Her joy's or fear's exceſs, wou'd ſure betray thee. * 
Thou ſhalt not ſee her, till the tyrant periſh! 

Sel, I muſt.—I feel ſome ſecret impulſe urge me. 
Who knows that *tis not the laſt parting interview, 

We ever ſhall obtain ? 

Oth. Then, on thy life, 

Do not reveal thyſelf. —Afume the name 
Of Selim's friend; ſent to confirm her virtue, 
And warn her that he lives. 

Sel. It ſhall be ſo: I yield me to thy will 

Oth. Thou greatly daring youth ! May angels watch, 
And guard thy upright purpoſe ! That Algiers 
May reap the bleſſings of thy virtuous reign, 

And all thy godlike father ſhine in thee ! 

Sel, Oh, 12 haſt rouz'd a thought, on which revenge 
Mounts with redoubled fire !—Yes, here, ev'n here. 
Beneath'this very roof, my honour'd father | 
_ Shed round his bleſſings, till accurſed treach'ry 
Stole on his peaceful | hour! O, bleſſed ſhade ! 

If yet thou hover ' ſt o'er thy once-lov'd elime, 

Now aid me to redreſs thy bleeding wrongs ! 

Infuſe thy mighty ſpirit into my breaſt, 

'Thy 4 and dauntleſs fortitude, unaw d 

By — pain, or death ! that, undiſmay d, 

I may purſue the juſt intent: and dare 3 

Or bravely to revenge, or n die. [ Exeunt. 


4 
Enter IRENE. 


C ar- drawn viſions mock the waki ng eye ?— 
Sure *twas his image !—Yet, his preſence here 
Aſter full rumour had confirm'd him dead! 
Beneath this hoſtile roof to court deſtruction! 
It ſtaggers all belief! Silent he ſhot . 
thwart my view, amid” the glimmering lamps, 
"on WY With 
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With {ſwift and ghoſt-like ſtep, that ſeem'd to how 
All human converſe. This way, ſure, he mov'd. 
Burt oh, how chang'd ! He wears no gentle ſmiles, 
But terror in his frown. He comes. ——*Tis he: 
For Othman points him thither, and departs. 
Diſguis'd, he ſeeks the Queen: Secure, perhaps, 
And heedleſs of the ruin that ſurrounds him. 

O generous Selim! can I ſee thee thus; 


And not forwarn ſuch virtue of its fate ! 
Forbid it gratitude ! 


Enter SELIM. | 


Se. Be ſtill, ye ſighs ! 
Ye ſtruggling tears of filial love, be ill 
Down, down fond heart! 

Ire. Why, ſtranger, doſt thou wander here ? 


Sel. Oh, ruin! | 3 hers 
tre. Bleſt, is Irene ! Bleſt if Selim lives ! Es 
Sel. Am I betray'd! 


Tre. Betray'd to whom? To "Vi | 
Whoſe grateful heart would ruſh on death to > fon thee, 
Sel. It was my hope, 

That time had veiPd all ſemblance of my youth, - 

And thrown the maſk of manhood o'er my — | 

Am I then known? 
Tre. To none, but love and me.— 

To me, who late beheld thee at Oran; 

Who ſaw thee here, beſet with unſeen peril, 

And flew to fave the guardian of my honour. 


Sel. Thou ſum of ev'ry worth! Thou heav'n of 
_ ſweetneſs! 


How cou'd I pour forth all my foul before thee, 
In vows of endleſs truth! - It muſt not be 

This is my deſtin'd gaol !—The manſion drear, 
Where grief and ES dwell ! where bitter tears, 
And ſighs, and lamentations, choak the voice, | 
And quench the flame of love ! 


Ire. Yet, virtuous prince, 
Thoꝰ love be ſilent, gratitude may ſpeak. 


Hear then her voice, which warns thee from theſe walls, 
Mine be the grateful taſk, to tell the Queen, 


Her Selim lives. Ruin and death incloſe thee. . | 
"C | O0 
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Fre. Injur'd Prince! 
Loſe not a thought on me! I know thy wrongs, 
And merit not thy love. No, learn to hate me. 


Or if Irene &er can hope ſuch 2 


Firſt pity, then forget me! 
Sel. When I do, 


May heav'n pour down its ri ighteous vengeance on me! 


Tre. Hence; ; haſte thee, hence ! 
Sel. Wou'd it were poſſible ! 
Tre. What can prevent it? 

Sel. Jaſtice ! fate, and juſtice ! 


A murder'd father's wrongs ! 


Tre. Ah, prince, take heed! 


I have a father too. 
Seel. What did I ſay?—my father * my father. 
Can I depart till I have ſeen Zaphira ? —— 


Ire. Juſtice, ſaid'ſt thou? 


That word hath ſtruck me, like a peal of thunder. 


Thine eye, which won't to melt with gentle love, 
Now glares with terror! Thy approach by night 


Thy dark diſguiſe, thy looks, — tierce demeanor, 


Yes, all confpire to tell me, I am loft. 
Think, Selim, what Irene muſt endure, 
Shou'd ſhe be guilty of a father's blood ! 

Sel. A father's blood! 

Tre. Too ſure. In vain thou hid'ſt 
Thy dire intent; forbid it, heav'n, Irene 
Shou'd ſee deſtruction hov'ring o'er her father, 
And not prevent the blow. 

Sel. Is this thy love, 


Thy gratitude to him, who ſav'd ak honour ? 


Tre. ”Tis gratitude to him who gave me life: 


He who preſerv'd me claims the ſecond place. 


Sel. Is he not a tyrant, murderer ? 

Tre. O ſpare my ſhame. I am his daughter till! 
Sel. Wou' dſt thou become the partner of his crimes? 
Jre. Forbid it, heav'n.— Vet I muſt fave a father. 


Sel. Come on then. Lead me to him. Glut thine eye 
Tre. 


Jas © Selim's blood 
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O ſpeedthee hence, while yet deſtruction ſleeps ! 
Se. Too generous maid ! Oh, heav'n! that Barbarolla 
Shou' d be Irene's father. 8 
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” Tre. Was er diſtreſs like mine? 
4 O Selim, can I ſee my father periſh ? 
Wor'd I had ne'er been born! . 
Sel. Thou virtuous maid; * | 

My heart bleeds for thee. | 

| I _ O quit theſe walls, 

Heav'n will ordain ſome gentler, happier means, 
To heal thy woes; thy dark attempt is big 

With horror and deſtruction. Generous prince, 

Reſign thy dreadful purpoſe, and depart. | 
Seel. May not I fee Zaphira, ere I go? 
: Thy gentle pity will not, ſure, deny us 
The mournful pleaſure of a parting tear ? 

Ire. Go, then, and give her peace. But fly theſe with 

; As ſoon as morning ſhines:— Elſe, tho? deſpair - 
Dtrives me to madneſs ;—yet—to fave a father 

4 O Selim, ſpare my tongue the horrid fentcnce ! = 
Fly, ere deſtruction ſeize thee ! 1 * 1 
; Sel. Death and ruin ! | 
Miuſt I then fly ?—what !—Coward-like betray 

My father, mother, friends !—Vain terrors, hence ! 
$ Danger looks big, to fear's deluded eye : 
But courage on the heights and ſteeps of fate, 
| Dares ſnatch her glorious purpoſe from the edge 
I 
| 
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Of peril: and while ſick' ning caution ſhrinks, 

Or ſelf-betray'd, falls headlong down the ſteep; 
Calm reſolution, unappal'd, can walk 

The giddy brink, ſecure. Now to the Queen, — 
How ſhall I dare to meet her thus unknown? 

How ſtifle the warm tranſports of my heart, 

Which pants at her approach.— Who waits Zaphira? — 


Enter a female Suave. 


Sa. Whence this intruſion, {tranger ? at an hour 
Deſtin'd to reſt ? 
Sel. I come, to ſeek the Queen, 
On matter of ſuch import, as = claim 
Her ſpeedy audience. 
Sla. Thy requeſt is vain, 
- __Evn now the Queen hath heard the as tale 
af : Of her ſon's death, and drown'd in grief ſhe lies. | 
5 | Thou canſt not ſee her. | 
: E C3 Seb. 
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= Seel. Tell the Queen, I come | 
=: On meſſage from her dear, _—_— ſon; 
| And bring his laſt requeſt. 
Sla. I'll haſte to tell her. 
With all a mother's tend'reſt love ſhe'll fly, 
1 To meet that name. [Exit Stare. 
1 Sal. O ill-diſſembling heart my ev'ry limb 
T . Trembles with grateful terror !-—Wou'd to heavn ; 
I had not come ! Some look, or ſtarting tear, 15 
Will ſure betray me— Honeſt guile, aſſiſt : 
My fault'ring tongue! we 5 4 


9 A 
— 


Enter ZArnIAA. 


Zapb. Where is this pious ſtranger? łr² 
| Say, gen'rous youth, whoſe pity leads thee thus 

To ſeek the weeping manſions of diſtreſs ! 

Didſt thou behold in death my hapleſs ſon ? | 

Didſt thou receive my Selim's parting breath ? ? — 

Did he remember me? | 

Sel. Moſt honour'd Queen ; ; Y | 
Thy fon, —forgive theſe guſhing tears that _ 4 | 


Tol ſee diſtreſs like thine ! 
Zaph. I thank thy pity ! 
Tis generous thus to feel for others woe. — 
What of my fon? ſay, didſt thou ſee him die? 
Sel. By Barbaroſſa's dread command I come, 
To tell thee, that theſe eyes alone beheld | * 
Thy ſon expire. | 
Zaph. Oh heav'n !—my child, my child 1 | 
Sel. That, ev'n in death, the pious youth remember*d $ 
His royal mother's woes. : | 
9 aþh. Where, where was I? 
Relentleſs fate! —that I ſhou'd be deny'd 
The mournful privilege to ſee him die! 6 q 
To claſp him in the agony of death, 
And catch his parting foul. O tell me all, 
All that he ſaid and look'd : Deep in my heart 
| That I may treaſure ev*ry parting word, 
| Each dying whiſper of my dear, dear fon ! a 
Sel, Let not my words offend. — What if he ſaid, 
Go, tell my hapleſs mother, that her tears 
Have ſtream'd too long: Then bid her weep no more: 
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Bid her et the huſband and the fon, 


In Ba a's arms ! 
Zapb. 0, falſe as hell! | 
Thos tos fine veto nre as Brobarele, 
Sent to ſurpriſe my unſuſpecting heart 
Falſe ſlave, begone !—My ſon betray me thus! 
Could he have e'er-conceiv'd fo baſe a purpoſe, 
My griefs for him ſhow'd end in great diſdain ! — 
But he was brave; and ſcorn'd a thought ſo vile 
Wretched Zaphira! how art thou become 
The ſport of ſlaves ! —O griefs incurable! 
Sel. Yet hope for peace, unhappy Queen ! thy woes 
May yet have end. 
Zaph. Why weep'it thou, crocodile ? 
Thy treacherous tears are vain. 
Seel. My tears are honeſt. 
I am not what thou think'ſt. 
Zaph. Who art thou then? 
Sel. Oh, my full heart IL am thy friend, LE” Selim's. 
I come not to 7 ſult, but heal thy woes —— | 
Now check thy heart's wild tumult, while I tell thee— 
Perhaps —thy ſon yet lives. 
Zaph. O, gracious heav'n! 
| Do I not dream? ſay, ſtranger —did(t has tell me, 
Prehaps my Selim lives? What do I aſk? 
Fond, fond, and fruitleſs hope What mortal power 
Can e' er reanimate his mangled corſe, 
Shoot life into the cold and ſilent tomb, 
Or bid the ruthleſs grave give up its dead ? 
Sel. O pow'rful nature, thou wilt ſure betray me! 
Able. 


Thy Selim lives: for Gnce his ain . 
I faw him at Oran. 
Zapb. Ye heav'nly pow'rs !— 
Didſt thou not ſay, thou ſaw'ſt my ſon expire ! ? 
Didit not, ev'n now, relate his dying words? 
Del. It was an honeſt falſchood, meant to-prove 
Zaphira's unſtain'd virtue. 
Zaph. Why—but Othman 
Othman affirm'd that my poor ſon. was dead : 
Aand I have heard, the murderer 1s come, 
In triumph o' cr his d-ar and innocent blood 
C 3 Sel, 
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And haply won the tyrant's confidence. 


Long his companion in diſtreſs and danger : 
And, more, reveres thy virtue in diſtreſs: 


But tell me truly—does my Selim live? 


And his breaſt labour with the great revenge 
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Sel. I am that murderer. —— Beneath this guiſe, 
I ſpread th' abortive tale of Selim's death, 


Hence gain'd acceſs : and from thy Selim tell thee, 
Selim yet lives; and honours all thy virtues. 

Zaph. ©, generous youth, who art thou ?—From what | 

clime 

Comes fuch exalted virtue, as dares give 
A pauſe to priefs like mine !—As dares approach, 
And prop the ruin tottꝰ ring on its baſe, 
Which ſelfiſh caution ſhuns !—Oh, fay—who art thou? 

Sel. A friendleſs youth, ſelf-baniſh'd with thy fon 3 3 


One who rever'd thy worth in proſp'rous days: 
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Zaph. O tell me then—mock not my woes, © © }! . 


Sel. He does, by heav'n! 
Zaph. And does he ſtill remember 
His father's wrongs, and mine ! 
Sel. He bade me tell thee, 
That in his heart indelibly are ſtamp'd 
His father's wrongs, and thine: that he but waits 
Till awful juſtice may unſheath her ſword, 
And luſt and murder tremble at her — 
That, till the arrival of that happy hour, 
Deep in his ſoul the hidden fire ſhall glow, 
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Zaph. Eternal bleſſings crown my virtuous ſon ! 
T teel my heart revive ! Here, peace once more 
Begins to dawn. 

Seel. Much honour'd Queen, farewell. | 
| Zaph. Not yet—not yet—indulge a mbther” 8 28 ! 

In thee, the kind companion of his griefs, 

Methinks I ſee my Selim ſtand before me. 

Depart not yer. A thouſand fond requeſts _ 

Croud oa my mind. Wiſhes, and pray'rs, and tears, 

Ate all IJ have to give. O bear him theſe ! 

Scl. Take comfort then; for know, thy hoy o'erjoy*d- 
To reſcue thee, wou'd bleed at ev 'ry vein ! 
Bid her, he ſaid, yet hope we may be bleſt! 
Bid her remember that the ways of heav'n, 
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Seal. Now, ſwelling heart, 


They have but harmoniz'd my foul ; and wak'd 
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Tho? dark, are juſt eee 


Attends unſeen to fave the innocent ! 
Bur if high dev decrees our fall—O bid her 


Firmly to wait the ſtroke, prepar'd alike 
To live or die! and then he wept, as I do. 


 Zaph. O righteous heav'n! Thou haſt at lengrh 0'er- 
ay'd 


pa 
My bitt'reſt pangs; if my dear Selim en 


And lives for me !—hear my departing mY 'r: teach. 
O ſpare my ſon ! Protect his render years ! 

Be thou his guide through dangers and Ae! 

Soften the rigours of his cruel exile, 


And lead him to his throne ! — When I am gone, 


Bleſs thou his peaceful reign ! Oh, early bleſs him 
With the ſweet pledges of connubial love; 


That he may win his virtue's juſt reward, 


And taſte the raptures which a parent's heart 
Reaps from a child like him! Not for myſelf, —— 
But my dear ſon,—accept my parting tears! 
[Exit L. n 
Indulge the luxury of grief! Flow tears! Qt 
And rain down tranſport in the ſhape of forrow ! 


Ves, I have ſooth'd her woes; have found * noble: 


And to have giv 'n this refpite to her pangs, 
O'erpays all pain and peril !— Pow'rful virtue ! 
How infinite thy joys, when ev'n thy griefs 
Are plealing !—Thon, ſuperior to the frowns 
Of fate, can't pour thy ſunſhine o'er the foul, 
And brighten woe to rapture ! | 


Enter OTHMaNn and SAD... 
Honour'd friends! - 1 
How goes the night? 
Sa. Tis well- nigh midnight. 
Cub. What—in tears, my prince ? 


Sel. But tears of joy: for I have ſeen Zaphira, 
And pour'd the bal of peace into her breaſt: 
Think not theſe tears unnerve me, valiant friends; 


All that is man within me, to difdain 


Peril, or death. What tiding from the city? — 
| Sa. 


Sa. al, all is ready. Our confedꝰ rate friends 
Burn with impatience, till the hour arrive. | 


Gel. R ted hour ? 
Sa. The midnight watch =. 
And when the ſecond watch of night is rung, 

The work of death begins. 


Sel. Speed, ſpeed ye minutes! 
Now let the rifag whirlwind ſhake Algiers, 


And juſtice guide the ſtorm ! Scarce two 0 hours hence— 

Sa. Scarce more than one. 

Sel. But as ye love my life, 

Let your zeal haſten on the great event: 

The tyrant's daughter found, and knew me e here * 
And half ſuſpects the cauſe. 

| Oth. Too daring Prince, 

Retire with us! her fears will ſure betray thee ? 
Sel. What, leave my helpleſs mother here a prey 
To cruelty and LI periſh firſt : 

This very night the tyrant threatens violence: 
Tl watch his ſteps : 1 haunt him thro? the palace: 
And, ſhou'd he meditate a deed ſo vile, | 
P'lI hover o'er him like an unſeen — 2 
And blaſt him in his guilt! 

Sa. Intrepid Prince 
Worthy of Empire Jet accept my life, 
My worthleſs life: do thou retire with Othman; 
EB Sil protect Zaphira. | 

Sel. Think'ft thou, Sadi, 

That when the trying hour of peril comes, 
Selim will ſhriak into a common man. ! | 
Worthleſs were he to rule, who dares not claim 
Pre-eminence in danger. Urge no more. | 
Here ſhall my ſtation be: And if I fall, 
O friends let me have * rell me now, 
Where is the tyrant? 
0th. Revelling at the banquer. 
Sel. — tell me how our pow'rs are 
in” 
> — 4 Near ev'ry port, a frares band is poſted : 
e the watchful centinels muſt periſh ; 
I. rel reſt is eaſy : for the glutted troops 


Lie drown'd in ſleep; the dagger's cheapeſt prey. 


Almanzor, | 
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Almanzor, with his friends, wall circle round 

The avenues of the palace. Othman and 1 

Will lead our brave confederates (all ſworn 

To conquer or to die) and burſt the gates 

Of this foul den. Then tremble, Barbaroſſa l 
Sel. Oh, how the approach of this great hour 


N Fires all my ſoul! But, valiant friends, I charge ag, 


Reſerve the murd'rer to my juſt revenge 3 


My poignard claims his blood. 


0th. Forgive me, Prince! 
Forgive my doubts !—Think—ſhou'd the fair Hanes 
8. Thy doubts are vain. 1 wou d not ſpare the 
ant, 
Tho' the fweet maid lay weeping at my fete 1 . 


Nay, ſhou'd he fall by any hand but mine, 


By heav'n, I'd think my honour'd father's blood 


Scarce half reveng'd ! My love indeed * 1 
But love ſhall yield to juſtice! 


Sa. Gallant Prince 
Bravely reſoly'd ! 
Sel. But is the city quiet? 
Sa. All, all is huſh'd. Throughout the empty ſtreets, 
Nor voice, nor ſound. As if th' inhabitants, 
Lixe the preſaging herd that ſeek the covert 
Ere the loud thunder rolls, had inly felt 
And ſhunn'd th" impending uproar. 
0th. There is a folemn horror in the night too, 
That pleaſes me: A general pauſe thro? nature: 
The winds are huſhꝰd EV |] 
Sa. And as I paſs'd the beach, 
The lazy billow ſcarce cou'd laſh the ſhore : 
No ſtar peeps thro” the firmament of heavn 
Sel, And lo—where eaſtward, o'er the ſullen wave, 


8 The waining moon, depriv'd of half her orb, * 
| Riſes in blood ; Her beam, well-nigh extinct, 


Faintly contends with darkneſs — - [ Bell role. 
Hark ! —what meant 


That tolling bell ? 


0th. It rings the midnight watch. 
Sa. This was the fignal— 


Come, Othman, we are call'd: The paſting minutes 


Chide our delay: Brave Othman, let us hence. 
el. 
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Sel. One laſt embrace !—nor doubt, but crown'd with 


lory, 
We ſoon ſhall meet again. But ob, remember, — 
Amid” the tumult's rage, remember mercy ! 
Stain not a righteous cauſe with guiltleſs blood 
Warn our brave friends, that we unſheath the word, 
Not to deſtroy, but fave ! Nor let blind zeal, 
Or wanton cruelty, e er turn its edge 
On age or innocence ! or bid us ſtab, 
Where the moſt pitying angel in the ſkies, 
That now looks on us from his bleſt abode, 
Wou' d wiſh that we ſhould ſpare. 
Oth. So may we proſper, 
As mercy ſhall dire& us ! 
Sel. Farewell, friends ! 


Sa. Intrepid Prince, farewell! [ Exe. Oth. and Sadb. 


Sel. Now fleep and filence 
Brood o'er the city.—The devoted centinel 
Now takes his lonely ſtand ; and idly dreams, 
Of that to-morrow, which ſhall never come 
In this dread interval, O buſy thought, | 
From outward things deſcend i into thyſelf 


Search deep my heart ! Bring with thee awful conſcience, | 


And firm reſolve ! That in th? approaching hour 
Of blood and horror, I may ſtand unmov'd ; 
Nor fear to ſtrike where * calls, nor dare 
To ſtrike where ſhe forbids !—Why bear I then 
This dark, infidious dagger? — Tis the badge 
Of vile aſſaſſins; of the coward hand 
* That dares not meet its foe—Deteſted thought ! 
Yet,—as foul luſt and murder, tho? on thrones 
Triumphant, ſtill retain their hell- born quality; 
So juſtice, groaning beneath countleſs wrongs, 
uits not her 1 and celeſtial nature; 
But in th* unhallow'd murderer's diſguiſe, 
Can ſanctify this ſteel ! 
Then, be it ſo— Witneſs, ye pow'rs of heay'n, 
That not from you, but from the murd”rer's eye, 
I wrap myſelf in night To you I ſtand 
Revea''d uf noon-tide day 1j— Ob, cou'd I arm 
My hand with war ! Then, like to you, array'd 
In ſtorm and fire, my * thunder 
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Shou'd blaſt this tyrant. But ſince fate denies 
That privilege, I'll ſeize on what it gives: | 
Like the deep-cavern'd earthquake, burſt beneath = 

And whelm his throne, his —_—_— and — * 


* 


4 ev a. 
Enter uses 1 Dates, 


IRENE. 


zur dil thou tell im, Aran. my fr 
Brook no delay ? 
Ma. 1 did. | 
Tre. Why comes he not! . 
Oh, what a dreadful dream !—” Twas ä more 
Than troubled fancy: Never was my ſoul 
Shook with ſuch hideous phantoms — Still he lingers! 


| Return, return: And tell him that his daughter 
Dies, till ſhe warn him of his threatning ruin. 


Ala. Behold, he comes, [Exit Aladin. 
Enter BAxB4R0s84- „ 
Bar. Thou bane of all my joys! 


Some gloomy planet ſurely rul'd thy birth ! 


Ev'n now thy ill-tim*d fear ſuſpends the bang, 
And damps the feſtal hour. 
Ire. Forgive my fear ! 
Bar. What — what phantom hath elle thy TY 2 
Ire. Oh, guard thee from the terrors of this night 3 
For terrors lurk unſeen. 


Bar. What terror ? ſpeak. 


Wou'dſt thou unman me into female weakneſs: mn 


Say, what thou dreadſt, and why? I have a ſoul 
To meet the blackeſt dangers undiſmay d. 
Ire. Let not my father check, with ſtern rebuke, 


The warning voice of nature, For even now, 


Retir'd to reſt, ſoon #3 I clos'd mine eyes, 


A horrid viſion roſe—Methought I faw 


Young Selim riſing from the filent tomb: 
1— and bloody was his corſe: His hair 
„ Clotted 
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Clotted with gore ; his glaring eyes on fire ! 

Dreadful he ſhook a dagger in his hand. 

By ſome myſterious pow'r he role in air. OT 

When lo—at his command, this yawning roof 

Was cleft in twain, and gave the phantom entrance! 

Swift he deſcended with terrifick brow, 

Ruſh'd on my guardleſs father at the banquet, 

And plung'd his furious dagger in thy breaſt ! 
Bar. Wouldſt thou appal me by a brain-ſick viſion ? | 


Get thee to reſt. Sleep but as ſound till morn, 


As Selim in his grave ſhall fleep for ever, 

And then no haggard dreams ſhall ride thy fancy ! 
Ire. Yet hear me, deareſt father! 

Bar. To the couch! 

Provoke me not. 
Tre. What ſhall I fay to move him ! 

Merciful heav'n, inſtruct me what to do! | [Afide. 


Enter Al abn. 


| Ber. What mean thy looks hy doſt thou gaze ſo 
n 
Ala. haſted to inform thee, that ev/n now, 
Rounding the watch, I met the brave Abdalla, 
Breathleſs with tidings of a rumour dark, | 
Which runs throughout the city, that young Selim 
Is yet alive 
Bar. May plagues bus the tongue 


That broach'd the falſhood !—*Tis not poſſible 


What did he tell thee further? 
Ala. More he ſaid not: 
Save only, that the ſpreading rumour wak'd 
A ſpirit of revolt. 
Tre. O gracious father ! 
Bar. The rumour 3 yet, your coward fears 


Infect me !—What !—ſhall I be cerrify%q 


By midnight viſions ?— Can the troubled brain 


of ſleep — the reaſon's wiking eye? 


I'll not believe it. 
Ala. But this gath'ring rumour— 
Think but on that, my Lord! 
Bar. Infernal darkneſs | 
Swallow the ſlave that rais'd it— et, I'll loo 
| | 2 What 


rs 


at 


Aa V. BARBAROSSA. 4 


What caution dictates. — Hark thee, Aladin 
Slave, hear my will.—See that the watch be doubled— 
Seek out this ſtranger, Achmet; and u ed 
Let him be brought before me. 

Tre. O my father! 8 426 
[ do conjure thee, as thou Jov'ſt thy life, Wh 


| Retire, and truſt thee to thy faithful guards— 


See not this Achmet ! 
Bar. Not ſee him Death —_ W 


Think'ſt thou, I fear a ſingle am that's — 7 


Not ſee him: Forthwith bring the flave before me. 

If he prove falſe — if hated Selim live, 

P11 heap ſuch vengeance on — 
Tre. ey | Mercy! 5 

Bar. Mercy ! — To whom? 

Tre. To me: — and to thyſelf; 


To him to all.— Thou think'ſt L rave; yet true 


My viſions are, as ever prophet utter'd, 
When heav'n inſpires his tongue! 
Bar. Ne'er did the moon-ſtruck madman rave with 


dreams 


More wild than thine 1— et thee to reſt; &er yet 


Thy folly wake my rage. Call Achmet hither. 
Ire. Thus proſtrate on my knees !—O fee him not. 
Selim is dead: Indeed the rumour lies. 
There is no danger near: — Or, if there be, 
Achmet is innocent 
Bar. Off, frantic wretch! | 
This ideot-dream hath turn'd her brain to madneſs ! 
Hence to thy chamber, till returning reaſon 
Hath calm'd this tempeſt. —On thy duty, hence! 
Ire. Vet hear the voice of caution Cruel fate 


What have I done !— Heav'n ſhield my deareſt father ! 


Heav'n ſhield the innocent ! — Undone Irene ! 


Whate' er the event, thy doom is miſery. [Exit Irene. | 


Bar. Her words are wrapt in darkneſs.— Aladin, 
Forthwith ſend Achmet hither. — Mark him well.— 


His countenance and geſture—Then with ſpeed, 
Double the centinels. [Exit Aladin. 


Infernal guilt ! 

How dot thay riſe in ev'ry hideous ſhape, 

Of rage and doubt, ſuſpicion and deſpair, 
D To 
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Come hither, flave: 


| To death and torment, ſuch as human thought 


w * A 
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To rend my foul! more wretched far than they, 
Made wretched by my crimes Why did I not 
Repent, while yet my crimes were delible ; 


Ere they had ftruck their colours thro? foul, 
As black as night or hell! tis now too 


Hence then, ye vain repinings !—Take me al, 

_ Unfeeling 10 baniſh, if thou canſt, 

This fell 2 and ev' ry fruitleſs fear ! 9 
Be this my glory to be great in evil! : : 
To combat my own heart, and, _—_— conſcience, 
RKſeto exalted crimes' ! * | 


_ Enter SELIM. 


Hear — Art thou what thou ſeen ſt? 
Sel. Ha 
| Bar. Doſt thou pauſe ?—By hell, the flave's con- 

founded! 
Sel. That Barbaroſſa ouꝰd ſuſpect my wank | ! 
Bar. Take heed ! for by the hov'ring pow'rs of yen- 
geance, | { 


If I do ded thee treach'rous, E widen thi | 


W 


Neꝰ er yet conceiv'd ! thou comꝰſt beneath the guiſe 
Of Selim's murderer. No tell me — not 
That Selim yet alive? 

Sell. Selim alive! 

Bar. Perdition on thee ! Doſt thou echo mot 
Anſwer me quick, or die ! [ Draws his dagger, 
WV Yew freely Catherine - 

Already haſt thou giv'n the fatal can, 
And pierc'd my heart with thy unkind ſuſpicion. 
Oh, cou'd my dagger find a tongue, to tell 
How deep it drank his blood !—Bur fince thy doubt 
Thus wrongs my zeal—Behold my breaſt— ſtrike here— 
For bold is innocence. 
Bar. I ſcorn the taſk, Pati up his dagger. 
Time ſhall decide thy doom. Guards, mark me well; 
See that ye watch the motions of this ſlave : * 
And if he meditates eſcape your eye, * 
Let you good fabres cleave him to the chine. - + 

_ —— me to 8 will, and when thou know'ſt 

That 


n 


Well, Fo ohty fair l- 


Tell me thy laſt reſolve. 
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That Selim lives, or ſeeſt his hated face, 
Then wreak thy vengeance on me. 
Bar. Bear him hence. - 


Vet, on your lives, await me within call. 
I will have deeper inquiſition made: 


Haply ſome witneſs may confront the llave, 
And drag to light his falſehood. 
LExeunt Selim and Guards. 


Call Zaphira! ts Slave. 
If Selim lives—then what is Barbarofla ? 


My throne's a bubble, that but floats in air, 

Till marriage-rites declare Zaphira mine. 
Fool that I am! To wait the weak effects Fi 
Of flow perſuaſion ; when unbounded pow'r 

Can give me all I wiſh ! ——Slare, hear my will 
Fly—bid the prieſt prepare the marriage rites: 


Let incenſe rife to heay*n ; and choral ſongs 


Attend Zaphira to the nuptial bed. [Exit Slave: 
TI will not brook delay. * 
This hour decides her fate! 


Enter "LA 1 KA. 


Hath reaſon yet ſubdu'd thee? Wilt thou bear 

The voice of love ? | 
Zaph. Why doſt thou vainly urge me! 

Thou know” oy my fix'd reſolve. | 
Bar. Can aught but phrenzy 


Ruſh on perdition ? 4 


Zaph. Therefore ſhall no pow'r. ao 


Fer make me thine. 


Bar. Nay, ſport not with my rage : 5 
Thoꝰ yon ſuſpected ſlave affirms him dead; 
Vet rumour whiſpers, that young Selim lives. 

Zaph. Cou'd I but think him ſo ! my earneſt pray'r 


£* 


Shou'd riſe to heav'n, to keep him far from thee ! 


Bar. Therefore, leſt treach'ry undermine my pow'r, 
Know, that thy final hour of choice is come ! 
Zaph. I have no choice. —Think'ſt thou I &er will wed : 
The murderer of my Lord? 
Bar. Take heed, raſh Queen ! 


D 2 Zaph) 
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Torment and death ſhall 
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Zaph. Then hear me, heav'n ! - 
Hear all ye pow'rs that watch o'er innocence !_ 


Angels of light ! and thou, dear honour'd ſhade 


Of my departed lord ! attend, while here 


"Mo ratify with vows my laſt reſolve ! 


If &er I wed this tyrant murderer, 
If I pollute me with this horrid union, 


Black as adultery or damned inceſt, 
May ye, the miniſters of heav'n, depart, 


Nor ſhed your influence on the guilty ſcene !— 
May horror blacken all our days and nights ! 
May diſcord light the nuptial torch ! and, riſing 
From hell, may ſwarming ſiends in criumph how! 
Around th' accurſed bed ! 

Bar. Begone, remorſe !— 
Guards do your office : drag her to the a 7 
Heed not her tears or cries.— What - dare ye doubt? 
Inftant obey my bidding ;—or, by hell, 
overtake you all ! 

[ Guards go to ſeize Taphira. 

Zaph. O ſpare me ! Heav'n protect me !—O my ſon, 
Wert thou but here, to fave thy helpleſs mother !— 
What ſhall I do !—Undone, undone Zaphira | 


Enter SeLim. 


Sel. Who call'd on Achmet ?—Did not © Barbarofſa 
Require me here? 


Bar. Officious ſlave, retire! 


\ 


I call'd thee not. 


Zaph. O, kind and gen'rous ſtranger, lend thy aid ! 
O, reſcue me from theſe N horrors ! 
Heav'n will reward thy pity ! 
Bar. Drag her hence ! 
Sel. Pity her woes, O mighty Barbaroſſa ! 
Bar. Rouſe not my vengeance, flave ! _ 
Sel.. Oh, hear me, hear me | [| Knees. 
Bar. Curſe on thy forward zeal !— 9 1 
Sel. Yet, yet have mercy! 
| [Lays hold of Barbaroſſa's 8 
Bar. Preſuming ſlave, begone © *% # Strikes Selim. 
Sel. _ 
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oy "Riſer, and aims to fab Barbaroſſa. 
5 by [ Barbaroffa wreſts his dagger from him. 

Bar. Ah, traitor, have I caught thee 3 

Kill him not yet— will have greater vengeance. —— 

Perfidious wretch, who art thou ?—Bring the rack: 

Let that extort the ſecrets of his heart. 

Sel. Thy impious threats are loſt ! I know that death 

And torments are my doom. —— Let, ere I die, 

PH ſtrike thy ſoul with horror. Off, vile habit 

Let me emerge from this dark cloud that hides me, 

And make my ſetting glorious If thou dar ſt, 

Now view me Hear me, tyrant ! —while with voice 

More dreadful than of thunder, I im, 

That he who 3 the dagger at y heart, 

Is Selim! | 
Zaph. © heav'n ! my fos ! my ſon! [ She faints. 
Sel. Unhappy mother! [Runs to embrace her. 
Bar. Tear them aſunder. [Guards ſeparate them. 
Sel. Barb'rous, barb'rous abate ! 5 
Bar. Slaves, ſeize the traitor. {They offer to ſeize bien. 
Sel. Off, ye vile flaves ! I am your king !—Retire, 

And tremble at my frowns ! That is the traitor ; 

That is the murd' rer, yn raviſher : Seize him, 


And do your country right ! 


Bar. Ah, coward dogs! 
Start ye at words !—or ſeize him, or, by hell, g 
This dagger ends you all! | [They ſeize him. 


Sel. Fis done !—Doſt thou revive, 2 __ K 
Now arm my foul with patience ! N 


Zaph. My dear ſon 
Do I chen live, once more to ſee my Selim! 1 
But oh to ſee thee thus !  [MWeeping.- 
Sel. Canſt thou behold | 
Her ſpeechleſs agonies, and not relent ! 
Bar. At length revenge is mine !— Slaves, lo ce her 
hence | 


P 


'This hour ſhall crown my love. 


Zaph. O, Mercy ! Pn? 
Sel. Lo! Barbaroſſa ! thow at length haſt conquer'd | 


Behold a hapleſs Prince, o'crwhelm'd with woes, [ Kneelr.. 
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Proſtrate before thy feet Not for myſelf 
I plead ! ——Yes, plunge he age . 
Tear, tear me _ ! But, O ſpare Zaphira ! 


Yet, Jets relent !  - =." C5: ee 


n 

Why, —:᷑: —— 9-75 ++ ATTONY 
Lie there, thou ſlave ! lie, - + bu. eee 
Arouze thee from thy 


Sel. Doſt thou infult my 1 vretelrl— 


Curie on the fear that r [Rifng- 


My coward limbs, to this diſhoneſt poſture ! 
3 — I now defy thy pow'r. | 


Bar. Pl put thy boaſted virtue to the trial 
Slaves, bear him to the rack | 

Zaph. O, ſpare my fon ! 
Sure filial virtue never. was a crime ! 


Save but my ſon I yield me to thy with !— 


| Whar do 1 fay !—TFhe marriage vow—O, horror! 
This hour ſhall make me thine — 


Sel. What! doom thyſelf 
The guiky partner of a murderer's bed, 
Whoſe hands yet reek with thy dear huſband's blood ! == 


To be the mother of deſtructive tyrants, 
The curſes of mankind !—By heav'n, I ſwear, 


The guilty hour that gives thee to the arms 
Of that deteſted murdefer, ſhall end 
This hated life 

Bar. Or yield hee, or he dies 


Zapb. The conflict's paſt. —I will kgs my greatneſs - 


We'll bravely die, as we have liv'd, with honour ! 
 [ Embracing. 
Sel. Now, tyrant, pour thy ſierceſt fury on us 
Now ſee, deſpairing guilt ! that virtue fill 
Shall conquer, tho” in ruin, 
Bar. Drag them hence : 


; Her to the altar; Selim to his fate. 


Zafh. O Selim! 0 my fon Thy doom is death! 4 


MWou'd it were mine! 


Scl. Wou'd I cou'd give i it thee?-_- -.; | 
Is there ro means to fave her! Lend, ye guards, 
Ye m niſters of death, 1a pity ler d - 
Tour 


8 _ — 4 ” Yi 


Let he ſhall die—and ſhe 


4 
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Your ſwords, or ſome rn | 
Sure the moſt mournful boon, that ever ſom RY 
Aſk'd for the beſt of mothers ! 
Zaph. Deareſt Selim ! 
Bar. Vll hear no more. Guards, bear vs. to their 
_ fate. L Guards ſeize them. 
Sel. One laſt embrace! 
Farewell! farewell for ever ! [Guards fru 4 with them. 
Zaph. One moment a 4 s pangs !— 
O Selim! 
Sel. O my mother! [ Exeunt Selim and Zetti 
Bar. My deareſt hopes are blaſted ! What is you 4 
If ſtubborn virtue thus out- ſoar its flight! _ 


Enter ALADIN. | 


Ala. Heav'n guard my Lord! 
Bar. What mean'(t — Aladin? 
Ala. A flave arriv'd, | 
Says that young Selim lives : nay, fomewher be. 


Within theſe walls. 


Bar. The lurking rraitor's found, 
Convicted, and diſarm'd. — Ey'n now he aim'd 
This dagger at my heart. 

Ala. Audacious traitor ! 
The ſlave ſays farther, that he brings the ons 
Of dark conſpiracy, now hov'ring o'er us: 
And claims thy private ear. 

Bar. Of dark conſpiracy! 
Where? — Among whom? 


38A. The 5 friends of th. > 
Who nightly haunt the city. 


Bar. Curſe the traitors ! 
Now ſpeed thee, Aladin. Send forth our ſpi plex; 


Explore their haunts. For, by th' infernal pow'ss * 


I will let looſe my rege. The furious lion 
Now foams indignant, ſcorning tears and cries. 


| Let Selim forthwith die. Come, mighty vengeance | 


Stir me to cruelty! The rack ſhall groan 


With new-born horrors!—T will iſſue forth, 


Like midnight-peſtilence ! My breath ſhall lirew 
The ſtreets with dead; and havock (talk in gore. 
* Hence, 


* 
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| | Hence, Feed the thought of babes, 
| 22% Mins is f oder he. + N 


| 2 8 * | - .*4 


* 
4 


11 v. | | 


Enter Bannanonza and Aran. 


 Bannanrossd. _ -"..- 


PR Ar the yes fer 1 

Ala. They are, * mock th” attempt 3 
Of force or treachery. THROWN ; 

„Bar. This whiſper'd rumour 7 >d- 8-1 
Of dark conſpiracy, on further inq Ss - 
Seems but a falſe alarm. Our ſpies, 1 1 3 
And now return from ſearch, £ 2 leer a | ; 
Has d the city. | _ 
Al. But while Selim lives, 

Deſtruction Turks within the palace walls; 
Nor bars, nor centinels can give us ſafery. 

Bar. Right, Aladin. His hour of — approaches. 
How goes the might? 

Ala. The ſecond watch is near. 

Bar. "Tis well :—Whene'er it rings, the traitor dies. 
So hath my will ordain*d. PII ſeize th* occafion, F 
While I may fairly plead my life's defence. j 

Ala. True: for he aim'd his dagger at thy hens. 3 

Bar. He did. Hence juſtice, uncompell'd, ſhall fits | 

To lend het ſword, and do ambition's work. 

Ala. His bold wheres have ſteePd Zaphira's breaſt 
Againſt thy love: thence he deſerves to die. 
Bar. — doom Vet firſt the rack ſhall | 


Each 43 bis heart; unteſs he give 
Taphira to my arms, by marriage - vows, 
With full conſent; ere yet the fecond watch 
Toll for his death. — on this woman's weakneſs ! 
I yet wou'd win her love! Haſte, ſeek out Othman : 
| 4 tell him, that deſtruction and the ſword | 
Hang o'er young Selim's head, if ſwift compliance 
33 not his pardons [Exit Aladin. 
Stubborn 
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Stubborn fortitude |! | 


Had hg not interpoſed, ſucceſs had crown'd | 
My love, 1 now hopeleſs.—Then let vengeance ſeize him. 


Enter Iszxs. 


o "ob 0 night of horror !—Hear me, honour'd father 
If &er Irene's peace was dear to thee, | 
Now hear me | ed 1215 


Bar. Impious ! Dar'ſt thou diſobey ? 


Did not my facred will ordain thee hence? 


Get thee to reſt z for death is ſtirring here. 
Tre. O fatal words! By ev'ry facred tie, 
Recal the dire decree. — 
Bar. What wou'dit thou ſay ? 
Whom plead for? 
Tre. For a brave, unhappy Prince, 
Sentenc'd to die. f 
Bar. And juſtly !—But this hour 
The traitor half fulflPd thy dream, and am 
His dagger at my heart. 
Tre. Might pity plead ? 
Bar. What! plead for treachery ? 
ſre. Yet pity might beſtow a milder name. 
Wou'd(t thou not — the child, whoſe fortitude 
Shou'd hazard life for thee ?—Oh, think on that ;— 
'The noble mind hates not a virtuous foe : 
His gen'rous purpoſe was to fave a mother! 
Bar. Damn'd was his purpoſe : And accurſt art thou, 
Whoſe perfidy wou'd ſave the dark affaſſin, 
Who ſought thy father's life Hence, from my fight. 
Tre. Oh, never, till thy mercy ſpare my Selim : 
Bar. Thy Selim ?—Thine ? a 
Ire. Thou know ſt by gratitude 
He's mine. Had not his generous hand redeem'd me, 
What then had been Irene? | 
Bar. Faithleſs wretch ! 
_ Unhappy father! whoſe perfidious child 
Leagues with his deadlieſt foe ; and puides the Agger | 
Ev*n to his heart !—Perdition catch thy falſehood! » 
And is it thus, a thankleſs child repays me, | 
For all the guilt in which I plung'd my foal, 
Ta raiſe her to a throne ? a 
re. 
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Tre. O ſpare theſe words, 5 
More keen than daggers to my b heart 
Loet me not live ſuſpectedd — Deareſt father 
Behold my breaſt ! write thy ſuſpicion here: 
Write PF in blood; but ſpare the gen” rous youth, 
Who ſav'd me from diſhonour ! 

Bar. By the pow'rs | 
Of great revenge: Thy fond intreaties = 
Av inſtant death.—In him, I'l Puniſh thee. 

! 

i. Yet hear me | Ere may torrur'd foul 
Ruſh on ſome deed of horror ! 

Bar. Seize her guards— 
Convey the frantic ideot from my preſence : 
See that ſhe do no violence on herſelf. 


Ire. O 9 youth! — how have « ha fears 
Mon | 


Betray'd thee to Slaves, unhand me! 
Think ye, 13 of grief, 
Theſe horrors that oppreſs my tortur d ſoul? — 
Inhuman father !—Generous, injur'd youth 
Methinks I ſee thee ſtretch'd upon the rack, © 
Hear thy expiring groans :—Oh, Horror! Horror! 

What ſhall I do to fave him !—Vain, alas! 
Vain are my tears and pray'rs—At leaſt, Ill die. 


Death ſhall unite us yet ! [Exit Irene and Guards. 


Bar. O torment ! torment ! 

Exꝰ'n in the mid'ſt of pow'r !—the vileſt flave's 
More happy far than 1 !—The very child, 

Whom my love cheriſh'd from her infant years, 
Conſpires to blaſt my peace !—O, falſe ambition, 
Thou lying phantom! whither haſt thou lur d me! 
Ev'n to this giddy height; where now I ſtand, 
Forſaken, comfortleſs ! with not a friend | 

In whom my ſoul can truſt ! 


Enter Aram. 


| Haſt thou ſeen Othman? 
He will not, ſure, conſpire againſt my peace? 


Ala. He's fled, my Lord. I dread ſome lurking ruin, 


The centinel on watch ſays, that he paſs'd _ 
6 SET > Winoan Gans » 8 
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| Senn s deteſted face? 


BARBAROSSA. 
And, as they paſs'd, Othman in whiſpers ſaid, 
tyrant.” 


4% Now, 
Bar. Slave, thou ly ; 
He did not dare to fi it 3 or if he did, 
Pernicious ſlave, why doſt thou wound my ear 
By the foul repetition ?—Gracious' pow'rs, 
Let me be calm !—O, my diſtracted foul! 
How am TI rent in pieces !—Othman fled !— 
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Why then may all hell's curſes follow him ! 
What's to be done ? — larks anſrcn. 


Ala. Prevent it then— — 

Bar. By Selim's inſtant death 

Ala. — doubtleſs. 

Bar. Is the rack prepar'd ? 

Ala. Tis ready. 
Along the ground he lies, n with chains. 
„ —— — — 
Thy laſt command. * 

Bar. Once more I'll try to bend | 
His ſtubborn ſoul.— Conduct me forthwith to © ws: 


And if he now diſdain my proffer'd kindneds, 


Deſtruction ſwallows him! [Exeunt, 0 


SELIM diſcover'd in "3 2 — Meer, Kc. 


Sel. 1 pray you, rag 


When I am dead, let not i 


Inſult theſe poor remains; ſee them interr d 
Cloſe by my fatherꝰs tomb L alk no more. 
Off. They ſhall. 
Sel. How goes the night? 
Offi. Thy hour of fate, 


The ſecond watch, is near, 


Sel. Let it come on; 
I am — 
Enter 11 


Bar. So raiſe him from the ground. [They raiſe bim. 
Perfidious boy ! ! Behold the juſt rewards 


Of guilt and treachery !—Didſt thou not give 


Thy forfeit life, whene'er I * — 
Sel. 
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Sel. Then take it, tyrant. 
Bar. Did'ſt thou not aim a dagger at my ben; T 
Se/. I did. 
Da. Yet heav'n defeated — 
Ae 4 
Sel. Tis not ours 
To queſtion heav*'m. Th' intent, and not the deed, 
Is in our 1 . 
Bar. Let * bethink thee, ſtubborn boy, 
What horrors now ſurround thee— 
Sel. Think'ſt thou, vyrant, 
I came fo ill prepar'd ?—Thy rage is ks . 
Thy torments pow'rleſs o'er * mind: 
He who cou'd bravely dare, can bravely ſuſſer. 
Bar, Yet, lo, I come, by pity led, to ſpare thee, 
Relent, and fave Zapbira!— For the bell 
Ev'n now, expects the centinel, to 8 
The ſignal of thy death” 
Sel. Let guilt Ehe thine 
| —— I ſcorn his darkeſt frown. 
Hence, tyrant, nor profane my dying hour ! . 
Bar. Then take thy wiſh. | [Bell toll; 
There the fatal knell | 
Thy fate is ſeal'd.—Nor all thy FIR tears, 
Nor pray*rs, nor eloquence of grief, ſhall fave thee 
From inſtant death. Vet, ere th aſſaſſin die, 
Let torment vriag each ſecret from his heart. 
The traitor Othman's fled z— Conſpiracy ß, 
3 in the womb of night, and threatens ruin. 
are not the rack, nor ceaſe, till it extort 
he lurking treaſdu; and this murd rer call 
On death to end his woes. [Exit Barbaroſſa. 
Sel. Come on then. [) bind him. 
Begin the work of death—what ! bound with * 
Like a vile criminal! —0, valiant friends, 


When will ye give me vengeance ! 


_ IzExE. 


Tre. Stop OP), - O ſtop 
Hold your ab, © oY ! On me, on me 


Pour all your torments ;— How ſhall I approach thee ! 
2 Sel, 
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Sel. Theſe are thy father's gifts !—Yerthou: art guiltleſs; 
Then let me take thee to my heart, thou belt, 
Moſt amiable of women! 

Tre. Rather curſe me, 

As the betrayer of thy virtue! 

Sel. Ah! | 

Tire. Twas I—my fears, my frantic * betray d thee. 
Thus falling at thy ; bog may I but 

For pardon ere I die 

Sel. Hence, to thy father ! 

Ire. Never, O never! — Crawling in the Pry 

P'll claſp thy feet, and bathe them with my tears; 
Tread me to earth! I never will complain; 
But my laſt breath ſhall bleſs thee. 
Sell. Lov'd Irene! Cog i 
What hath my fury done ? 8 
Tre. Indeed, *twas hard ! 

But I was born to ſorrow. 

Sell. Melt me not. 
I cannot bear thy tears — quien unman me ! 
Forgive the tranſports of my rage ! | 


Ire. Alas! 
The guilt is mine: Canſt thou forgive thoſe fears 
That firſt awak' d r in my father. 

Thoſe fears that have undone thee !—Heay'n is witneſs, 

They meant not ill to thee ! | 

Sel. None ; none, Irene ! | 

No; 'twas the generous voice of filial love; 

That, only, prompted thee to ſave a father. 

Yes; from my inmoſt foul I do. approve 

That virtue which deſtroys me. 

Tre. Canſt thou, then, 
5 and pity me? 
Sel. I do——1 do. e 
Ire. On my knees, | 

Thus let me thank thee, generous, injur'd prince !— 

Oh, earth and heay'n ! that ſuch unequal'd worth 

Shou'd meet ſo hard a fate! —that I that I— 

Whom his love reſcu'd from the depth of woe, 

Shou' d be th? accurſt 2— — nk, 1 in Pit 3 
And end this hated life ! 

Sel. Ceaſe, dear Irene. 


- 5 Schalt 
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And to dk utmoſt power 2 wrong 
My helpleſs, friendleſs wcker | | 
Tre. With my life 
P'll ſhield her from each wrong. Rake "A hope alone 


Can tempt me to prolong a life of woe ! 
Sel. O my ungovern'd rage! To frown on thee ! 1 


Thus let me expiate the cruel wrong, [ Embracing. 


And mingle rapture with the pains of death ! 

N No more. ar 39h the rack. 

Tre. Stand off, ye fiends ! 
Here will L cling. No pow'r on earth ſhall part us, 
Till I have ſav'd my Selim [A noiſe. 
Off. Hark ! what noiſe 


Strikes on mine ear? U moiſe. 


Sel. Again ! | 
Ala. Without. Arm, arm !—treach'ry and murder! 
E xecuttoners go to ſeize Selim. 
Sie. Off ſlaves Or I will turn my chains to arms, 
And daſh you Piece. -meal!— for I have heard a ſound 
Which lifts my tow' ring foul to Atlas? height, 
That I cou'd prop the ſkies ! ; 
Ala. Where is the king? bs 
The foe pours in. The palace gates are burſt : 
The centinels are murder'd ! Save the king! 
They ſeek him through the palace. 
OF. Death and ruin! 
Follow me, ſlaves, and fave him. | 
f Exeunt Officer and Executioner. 
Sel. Now, bloody tyrant ! Now, thy hour is come. 
Tre. What means yon mad'ning tumult ? 
fears 
Sel. Vengeance at length hath pierc'd has W 
And walks her deadly — , _ wm 
Ire. Whom doſt thou mean? my * 
Sel. Yes : thy father ! 
Who murder'd mine. 
Ire. Is there no room for mercy ? 
O Selim; by our love! | 
Sel. Thy tears are vainz | 
Vain were thy eloquence, "though thou did vlead - 
Wu an * tongue. 


0, ay 
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Take that: I need not bid thee uſe it nobly. 


Tre. Spare but his life ! 
Sel: Heav'n knows I pity thee. But be muſt bleed ; 


Tho' my own fe- blood; nay, tho? thine, more dear, 
- Shou'd iſſue at the wound ! ! 

Ire. Maſt he then die? 

Let me but ſee my father, ere he periſh ! 
o | 


[Claſh of Swords. 


Hark !—'was the claſh of fwords ! Heav'n fave my father? 
O cruel, cruel Selim [Exit Irene. 


Sel. Curſe on this ſervile chain, that binds me faſt, 


In pow'rlefs ignominy ; while my ſword 


Shou'd haunt its prey, and cleave the tyrant down ! 
Oth. [ without) Where is the Prince! 7 
Sel. Here, Othman, bound to earth ! —— 


Set me but free !—O curſed, curſed chain 


Enter OTumax and Party, who free BELIM. 
Orb. O, my brave Prince Heav'n favours our deſign. 
[ Embraces him. 


[ Giving bim a Sword, 
Sel. Now, Barbaroſſa, let my arm meet thine: 


?Tis all I aſk of heav'n! [ Exit Selim. 


Cth. Guard ye the Prince [Part go out. 
Purſue his ſteps —Now, this way let us turn, 
And ſeek the tyrant. [ Exeunt Othman, ex- 


8 CEN E changes to the open Palace. 9 


Enter BanrBarossA. 


© Bhs Empire is loſt, and life : Vet brave revenge 
Shall cloſe my life in glory. 


Enter OruuAx. 
Have I found thee, 


Diſſembling traitor ?—Die !-— 


O. Long hath my wiſh, 
Pent in my ſtruggling breaſt, been robd d or utterance. 
Now valour ſcorns the maſk. —1 tie thee, tyrant !' 


And, arm'd with juſtice, thus wou*d meet thy rage, 


Tho' * red right hand grafp'd the pointed thunder 
E 2 Now, 
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Now heav'n decide between us! [They gt. 


Har. Coward ! 
. Cth. Tyrant! 
Bar. Traitor! 


0th. Infernal fiend, thy words are fraught with falſe- 


hood : 
To combate erimes like thine, by Hos or wiles, 

| Is equal plory. U arbaroſſa fall. 
Bar. 1. faint! I die -O horror! 


Enter SELIM and Sal. 


Sel. The foe gives way : ſure this way went the ſtorm. 
Where is the tyger fled !—What * I fee ! 
Sa. Algiers is free ! 
Oth. This fabre did the deed ! 
Sel. I envy thee the blow !—Yet valour ſcorns 
To wound the fallen.—Burt if life remain, 
I will ſpeak daggers to his guilty foul !— 
Hoa! Barbaroſia! tyrant ! murderer !_ 
Tis Selim, Selim thee! 
Bar. Off, ye fiends ! 
Torment me not !—O, Selim, art thou there 
Swallow me earth! Bury me dcep, ye mountains! 
Accurſed be the day that gave me birth ! 
Oh, that I ne'er had wrong'd thee ! 
Sel. Doſt thou then 
- Repent thee of thy crimes '— He does! He does 
He graſps my hand! See, the repentant tear 
Starts from his eye! Doſt thou indeed repent ! 
Why then I do forgive thee : from my foul 
J freely do forgive thee !—And if crimes | 
Abborr'd as thine, dare plead to heav'n for mercy — 
May heav'n have mercy on thee ! 
Bar. Gen'rous Selim! 
Too good have a daughter! Oh, * her! 
Let not my crimes [Dir. 
Cth. There fled the guilty ſoul! 
Sel. Haſte to the city —ſtop the rage of 8 
Tell my brave people, that Algiers is free; 
And tyranny no more. [ExeuntSlaves. 
Sa. And, to confirm 
The elorious tidings, ſoon as morning ſhines, 


- 


Be 


O righteous heav'n! 
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Be his dead carcaſe dragg d throughout the city, 
A ſpectacle of horror. be 

Sel. Curb thy zeal. 
Let us be brave, not cruel : nor diſgrace 
Valour, by barb*rous and inhuman deeds. 
Black was his guilt : and he hath paid his life, 
The forfeit of his crimes. Then ſheath the ſword : 
Let — die I juſtice is fatisfy'd! 


Enter ZaruRA. 


Z aph. What mean theſe horrors 1 er I turn 
My trembling ſteps, I find ſome dying wretch, 
Welt'ring in gore !—and doſt thou live, wy Selim. 

- Sel. Lo, there he lies! | 

Zapb. The bloody tyrant ſlain ! 


Sel. Behold thy valiant friends, 
Whoſe faith and courage have o'erwhelm'd the power 


Of Barbaroſſa. Here, once more, thy virtues 


Shall dignify the throne, and bleſs thy people. 

Zaph. Juſt are thy ways, O heav'n Vain terrors | 

hence! 
Once more Zaphira' $ bleſt ;— my virtuous ſon, 
How ſhall I e'er requite thy boundleſs love ? 
Thus let me ſnatch thee to my longing arms, 
And on thy boſom weep my griefs away! 

Sel. O happy hour !—happy, beyond the flight 
Ev'n of my ardent hope. Look down, bleſt ſhade, 
From the bright realms of bliſs. — Behold thy Queen 
Unſpotted, unſeduc'd, unmov'd in virtue. 


Behold the tyrant proſtrate at my feet ! 
And, to the mem'ry of thy bleeding * 


Accept this ſacrifice ! 

Zaph. My generous Selim! 

Sel. Where is Irene? 

Sa. With looks of wildneſs, and diſtracted mein, 
She ſought her father where the tumult rag'd ; 


She paſs'd me, while the coward Aladin 


Fled from my ſword : and, as I cleft him down, 


She fainted at the ſight, 


Cth. But ſtraight recover'd ; 
Zamor, our truſty friend, at my command, "T7 
| Convey'd 


* 
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Convey'd the weeping fair-one to her chamber. 
Se/. Thanks to thy 3 care: — Come, let us ſeek 
'Th' afflicted maid. 
Zaph. Her virtues might atone 
For all her father's guilt !—Thy throne be TE 
She merits all thy love. 
$4. Then haſte, and find her. —O'er her father's 
crimes 
Pity ſhall draw her veil ; nay, half Adee them, 
When ſhe beholds the virtues of his child !——— 
Now let us thank th* eternal pow'r : convinc'd, 
That heav'n but tries our virtue by affliction : 
That oft? the cloud which our os preſent hour, 
| Serves but to brighten all ture *__ ! 


E PI IL OG U k. 


Written by Mr GAR RICk. 


Gentleman. 


Enter—Speating to the People without. 


PSHAW!—dannyour Eprlogue—and hold your tongue 
Sßhall aue, of rank, be told aubat t right or wrong ? 
Had you ten epilogues you ſhou d not ſpeak em, 


Tho? he had writ em all in linguum Græcum. 


DU do't by all the gods !—(you muſt excuſe me 


Tho” author, actort, audience, all abuſe me 
| To the A. udience ” | 
Behold a gentleman !—and that's enough 0 


Laugh if you pleaſe.— I' take a pinch of ſnuff ! 


I come to tell you let it not ſurpriſe you ) 

That I'm a wit — and worthy to adviſe 5¹. 

How cou'd you ſuffer that ſame country booby, 

That pro-logue ſpeaking ſavage,—that great looby, 

To talk his nonſenſe ?—Give me leave to ſay, _ ._ 
*Twwas low—damn'd low !—but ſave the fellows play 
Let the poor devil eat—allow him that, | 


And give a meal to Meaſter, Mon, and Cat; 
But why attack the faſhions ?— Senſeleſs rogue ! 
We have no joys but what reſult from vogue: 


The Mode ſhou'd all control—nay, ev'ry paſſion, 


Senſe, appetite, and all, give way to faſhion : 


{ hate as much as he, a turtle-ſeaſt, 

But, lill the preſent turtle-rage has ceat'd, 

Pd ride a hundred miles to make myſelf a beaſt. 

T have no ears —yet op'rat I adore !— 

Always prepar'd to die—to fleep—no more ! 

The ladies, too, were carp'd at, and their dreſs, 

He wants em all ruff*d up like good Queen Beſs ! 

They are, forſooth, too much expos*d, and free | 
Were more expos*d, no ill effedts I ſee, 5 | 


For more, or leſs, tit all the ſame to Me. 
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Poor gaming, too, was maul d among the reſt, 
Dat precious cordial to a high-life breaft ! 
When thoughts ariſe I always game or drink, 
An Engliſh gentleman ſbou d never think— 
The reaſon's plain, which ev' ry foul might hit on— 

What trims. a Frenchman, overſets a Briton ; 

In us reflection breeds a ſober ſadneſs, 

Which always ends in politicks or madneſs : 

I therefore now propoſe—by your command, 

That tragedies no more ſhall cloud this land ; 

Send o'er your Shakeſpeares to the fons of France, - 

Let them grow grave—Let us begin to dance! 

Baniſh your gloomy ſcenes to foreign climes, ; 
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Reſerve alone to bleſs theſe golden times, 5 
A farce or two—and Woodward*s pantomimes ! 
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